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EDITOR'S PREFACE. 


by ſubſcription, in one Volume in Folio, and 
met with that Encouragement which was juſtly 
due to his Merit. But in this Collection of his 
PoE us, tho' he added ſeveral New Pieces, yet he mit - 
ted ſome very valuable Old Ones, particularly his firſt 
EpISTLE to FLEETWoOOD SHEPHARD, Eſq; 
which his great Modefty prevailed with him to with - 
draw, be in the Cloſe of that Piece, a little Pleaſant- 
ry was leyclled at, his dear Friend, the Honourable 
CHarLEs MONTAGUE, Eſq; late Earl of Halifax. 
An Op in Imitation of the SEconD ODE of Ho- 
- RACE, written by him in the Year 1692, is likewiſe 
omitted, becauſe he had made uſe of that Piece in his 
Carmen Saculare. Tho? it is rather to be preſumed, 
this Omiſſion was obtained by the Perſuaſion of ſome 
Political Friends, who thought the Revival of this Ops 
2 Panegyrictoo High for (a PxINCE above all Panegy- 
ric) the late King WiLLian of Glorious and Immortal 
Memory. . e 
VERSES to the Counteſs Dowager of DEvomtsnr E, 
8h 2 a PIECE of WISSIN's wherein were all her 
RANDSONS Painted. (the laſt Performance of that 
_ Maſter) This Poem in his own nnn 
taking a Copy of it, Mr. Pxrox, above Thirty Tears 
ago, gave to his Freind ANTHoNy HammoNnD, Eſq; 
and to that Genileman che Publick are obliged for its 
Publication. | RE 5 


| I: the Year 1720, Mr. Prior publiſhed his Works 


The Eriror's PRETACE 

The VERSES upon Lady CartHariNE Hrpet, have 
been miſtakenly applied by ſome Perſons to another 
Hand, tho' whoever will, in the leaſt, but impartially 
_ conſider, muſt allow, that the Eaſy Turn, and Epigram- 
matic Point, in thoſe Performances, could be the 
Product of no other, than Mr. Px1or's peculiar Pen; 
and it is hoped, that the Preſeryation of theſe PrEces, 
will be looked upon as an Act of ſtrict Juſtice to his 
Memory. | 5 

After the Publication of the Folio Edition of his 


Works Mr. PRToR printed, ſingly, Four Poems, viz. 


I. The Converſation, A Tale. 


II. Cor ix's Miſtakes. Written in Imitation of SpEx- 


SER's Style. | 
III. Vexsts ſpoke to the Lady Henrietta-Cavendiſh- 
Holles-Harley in the Library of St. John's-College, Cam- 
bridge, November the 9th, Anno Dom. i719. 
IV. ProLoGuvEr to the OxPHan. Repreſented by 
ſome of the Weſtminſter-Scholars, at Hickford's Dancing 
Room, the 2d. of February, 1719-20. Spoken by 
the Lord DuplIix. 1 I 
As to the Poſthumous Pieces cf Mr. Pro, viz. 
I. The Tux TIE and the Srakkow, a Tale. 
II. Doun- Hall, a BALLIADb. For this the Public 
ate indebted to Oliver Martin, Eſqʒ and it is printed from 


a Manuſcript in the Hand Writing of Adrian Drift, Eſq; 
The Latin VERSESs to Dr. SHaw, the Engliſh Epi- 


GRAM on Dr. RADCIFFE, and the Song to Cloe, were 
ſent from St. John's College, Cambridge, by an un- 
known Hand. | fs 


The VtrsEs on Biſhop Arterbury's Burying the 


Duke of Butinghamſhire, were communicated by the 
Reverend Mr. Herbert, 1 
All which Poems are now printed in this Edition 
as will appear, page 8, 222, 215, 217, 208, 211, 
206, 207, 185, 198, 206. . | | 
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natural endowments 


To the Right Honourable 
3 


1 x 0 NV E I. 
TE L of 


| Dorſet and Middle er. 


=] T looks like no great compliment to 
2 your lordſhip, that I prefix your name 
to this epiſtle ; when in the preface I 
declare the Book is publiſhed almoſt 
my inclination. But in all caſes, 
my lord, you have an hereditary right 
to whatever may be called mine. 
— of the x ira pieces were written by the com- 


mand of your excellent father; and moſt of the reſt, un- 


der his protection and patronage E 1 4 - 
The icular felici our m e 
— . — mind, 8 without 
ſuſpicion of fla ttery) I may tell you are very great, 
the good . — with which theſe parts have been 
improv'd, and your coming into the world and ſee- 
ing men very early; make us expect from your lordj- 
wy all * vw we can form in — 


i DEDICATION. 
of a young nobleman. Tu Marcellus eyis, «=== our eyes 
and our hearts are turn'd on you. You muſt be a judge 
and maſter of polite learning ; a friend and patron to 
men of letters and merit ; a faithful and able counſellor 
to your prince ; a true patriot to your country ; an or- 
nament and honour to the titles you poſſeſs ; and in one 
word, a worthy ſon to the great earl of Dor/er. 
It is as impoſſible to mention that name without de- 
ſiring to commend the perſon, as it is to give him the 
com mendations which his virtues deſerved. But I aſſure 
my felf, the moſt agreeable compliment I can bring 
your lordſhip, is to pay a grateful reſpe& to your fa- 
ther's memory. And my own Obligations to him were 
ſech, that the world muſt pardon my endeavouring at 
his character, however I may miſcarry in the attempt. 


A thouſand ornaments and graces met in the compo- 
ſition of this great man, and contributed to make him 
_ univerſally belov'd and eſteem'd. The figure of his bo- 
dy was ftrong, proportionable, beautiful : and were his 
picture well drawn, it muſt deſerve the praiſe given to 
the pourtraitsof Raphael, and at once, create love and re- 
ſpect. While the greatneſs of his mein inform'd men 
they were approaching the nobleman, the ſweetneſs of 
it invited them to come nearer to the patron. There was 
in his look and geſture ſomething, that is eafier concei- 
ved than deſcribed ; that gained upon you in his favour, 
before he ſpoke one word. His behaviour was eaſie and 
courteous to all; but diftinguiſhed and adapted to each 
man in particular, according to his ſtation and quality. 
His civility was free from the formality of rule, and 
flowed immediately from his good ſenſe. 


Such were the natural faculties and ſtrength of his * 


mind, that he had occaſion to borrow very little from e- 
ducation; and he owed thoſe advantages to his own 
good parts, which others acquire by ſtudy and imitati- 
on. His wit was abundant, noble, bold. Wit in moſt 


writers is like a fountain in a garden, ſupply'd by ſeveral 


ſtreams brought thro' artful pipes, and playing ſome- 
times agrecably : but the rl of Dor/er's was a ſource by 
| fig 
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ſing from the top of 2 mountain, which forced its own 


way, and with inexhauſtible ſupplies delighted and en- 


riched the country thro' which it paſs'd. This extraor- 
ius was accompany'd with ſo true a judg- 
ment in all parts of fine learning, that what ever ſubject 


Was before him, he diſcours'd as properly of it, as if the 
peculiar bent of his ſtudy had been apply'd that way ; 


and he perfected his judgment by reading and digefting 
the beſt Authors, tho' he quoted them very ſeldom. 


Contemnebat potius literas, quam neſciebat : 


and rather ſeem'd to draw his knowledge from his own 


ſtores, than to owe it to any foreign aſſiſtanſe. 
The brightneſs of his parts, the ſolidity of his Judg- 


ment, and the candour and generoſity of his temper di- 
ſtinguiſh'd him in an Age of great politeneſs, and at a 


court abounding with men of the fineſt ſenſe and lear - 


ning. The moſt eminent maſters in their ſeveral ways 


appeal d to his determination. Valler thought it an ho- 
nour to conſult him in the ſoftneſs and harmony of his 
verſe: and Dr. Sprat, in the delicacy and turn of his 
proſe. Dryden determines by him, under the character 


of Eugenius, as to the laws of dramatick poetry. Butler 
ow'd it to him, that the court taſted his Hxdibras : Fi- 


cherley, that the town liked his P/ain-dealer ; and the late 
Duke of Buckingham deferr'd to publiſh his Rehearſal, 
"till he was ſure, (as he expreſſed it) that my Lord Dorſet 
would not rehearſe upon him again. If we wanted fo- 
reign teſtimony, La Fountaine and Evremont have ac- 
knowledg'd, that he was a perfect maſter in the beauty 


and fineſs of their language, and of all that they call 
les Belles Lettres. Nor was this nicety of his judgment con- 
\ fined only to books and literature; but he was the ſame 
in ſtatuary, painting, and all other parts of art. Bernini 
would have taken his opinion upon the beauty and atti- 
| tude of a figure; and king Charles did not agree with 
Leh, that my lady Cleweland's picture was finiſhed, till 
it had the Approbation of my lord Buckhurft. 5 
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As the judgment which he made of others writings 
could not be refuted ; the manner in which he wrote, 
will hardly ever be equalled. Every one of his pieces is 
an ingot of gold, intrinſically and ſolidly valuable; ſuch 
as, wrought or beaten thinner, would ſhine thro* a 
who!e book of any other author. His thought was al- 


3 ways new and the expreſſion of it, ſo particularly hap- 


py, that every body knew immediately it could only be 
my lord Dor /e:'s ; and yet it was ſo eaſy too, that every 
body was ready to imagine himſelf capable of writing it. 
There is a luttre in his verſes, like that of the Sun in 
Claude Loraine's lindſkips, it looks natural, and is inimi- 
table. His love-verſes have a mixture of delicacy and 
ſtrength : they convey the wit of Petronius in the ſoft- 
_ Neſs of 775u/lus. His ſatyr indeed is ſo ſeverely pointed, 
that in it he appears what his great friend, the earl of 
Rocheſter, (that other prodigy of the age) lays he was; 


The beff good man, with the worſi-natur'd muſe. 


Yet even here, that character may juſtly be applied to 
him, which Perſius gives of the beſt writer in this kind, 
that ever lived: I 1 


Ommne wafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
Tangit, & admiſſus circum præcordia ladit. 


And the gentleman had always ſo much the better of 
the ſatyriſt, that the perſons touched did not know 
where to fix their reſentments ; and were forced to ap- 
pear rather aſhamed than angry. Yet ſo far was this 
great author from valuing himſelf upon his works, that 
he cared not what became of them, though every body 
elſe did. There are many things of his not extant in 
writing, which however are always repeated : like the 
verſes and ſayings of the antient Druzds, they retain an 
univerſal veneration; tho' they are preſerv'd only by 


- 


DEDICATION. v 
As it is often ſeen, that thoſe men who are leaſt qua- 
lified for buſineſs, love it moſt ; my lord Dorſet's charac- 
ter was, that he certainly underſtood it, but did not care 
for it. | = 5 
Coming very young to the poſſeſſion of two plentiful 
eſtates, and in age when pleaſure was more in faſhion 
than buſineſs; he turn'd his parts rather to books and 
converſation, than to politicks, and what more imme- 
diately related to the publick. But whenever the ſafety 
of his country demanded his aſſiſtance, he readily en- 
tred into the moſt active parts of life; and underwent 
the greateſt dangers, with a conſtancy of mind, which 
ſhew'd, that he had not only read the rules of philoſo- 
phy, but underſtood the practice of them. 
In the firſt Datch war he went a voluntier under the 
duke of York. His behaviour, during that campaigne, 
was ſuch as diſtinguiſh'd the Sacville, deſcended from 
that Hildebrand of the name, who was one of the great- 
eſt captains that came into England with the conque- 
ror. But his making a ſong the night before the engage- 
ment (and it was one of the prettieſt that ever was 
made) carries with it ſo ſedate a preſence of mind, ana 
ſuch an unuſual gallantry, that it deſerves as much to 
be recorded, as Alexander's jeſting with his ſoldiers be- 
fore he paſſed the Granicus; or William the firſt of O- 
range, giving order over night for a battle, and deſiring 
to be called in the morning, leſt he ſhould happen to ſleep 
Tr „ | 
From hence, during the remaining part of king 
Charles's reign, he continued to live in honourable lei- 
ſure. He was of the bed-chamber to the king; and poſ- 
ſeſſed, not only his maſter's favour, but in a great de- 
| pree his familiarity ; never leaving the court but when 
he was ſent to that of France, on ſome ſhort commiſſions 
and embaſſies of compliment : as if the king defigned 
to ſhow the French, (who would be thought the politeſt 
nation,) that one of the fineſt gentlemen in Europe was 
his ſubject; and that we had a prince who underſtood 
his worth ſo well, as not to ſuffer him to be long out of 
his preſence. | roo, 85 
. A. 4. The 


The ſucceeding reign neither reliſh'd my lord's wit, 
nor approved his maxims ; fo he retired altogether from 
court. But as the irretrievable miſtakes of that unhappy 
government went on to threaten the nation with ſome- 
thing more terrible than a Dutch war: he thought it be- 
came him to reſume the courage of his youth, and once 
more to engage himſelf in defending the liberty of his 
country. He entred into the prince of Orange's intereſt, 
and carried on his part of that great enterprize here in 
London, and under the eye of the court, with the ſame 
reſolution, as his friend and fellow-patriot the late duke 
of Devonſbire did in open arms at Nottingham ; till the 
dangers of thoſe times increaſed to extremity; and juſt 
apprehenſions aroſe for the ſafety of the princeſs, our 
preſent glorious queen: then the earl of Dor ſet was 
thought the propereſt guide of her neceſſary flight, and 
the perſon under whoſe courage and direction the nation 
might moſt ſafely truſt a charge ſo precious and impor- 

After the eſtabliſhment of their late majeſties upon 
the throne, there was room again at court for men of 
my lord's character. He had a part in the councils of 
_ thoſe princes ; a great ſhare in their friendſhip ; and all 
the marks of diſtinction, with which a good govern- 
ment could reward a patriot. He was made chamber- 
lain of their majeſties houſhold ; a place which he ſo 
eminently adorned, by the grace of his perſon, the fine- 
neſs of his breeding, and the knowledge and practice of 
what was decent and magnificent : that he could only 
be rivalled in theſe qualifications by one great man, who 
has fince held the ſame ſtaff, | 

The laſt honours he received from his ſovereign (and 
indeed they were the greateſt which a ſubject could re- 
ceive )were, that he was made knight of the garter, and 
- conſtituted one of the regents of the kingdom during his 
majeſty 's abſence. But his health, about that time, ſenſi- 
bly declining, and the publick affairs not threatned by 
any imminent danger; he left the buſineſs to thoſe who 
delighted more in the ſtate of it; and appeared only 
ſometimes at council, to ſhow his reſpect to the com- 

| = 5 miſſion: 
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miſſion: giving as much leiſure as he could to the relief 
of thoſe pains, with which it pleaſed God to afflict him; 
and indulging the reflections of a mind, that had looked 
thro' the world with too piercing an eye, and was grown 
weary of the proſpect. Upon the whole; it may very 
juſtly be ſaid of this great man, with regard to the pub- 

lick, that thro'the courſe of his life, he acted lilæe an able 
pilot in a long voyage ; contented to ſit quiet in the cab- 
bin when the Fas 4 were allayed, and the waters ſmooth ; 
but vigilant and ready to reſume the helm, when the 
ſtorm aroſe, and the ſea grew tumultuous. 
l aſſ your pardon, my lord, if I look yet a little more 
nearly into the late lord Dor/et's character: if I exa- 
mine it, not without ſome intention of finding fault; 
and (which is an odd way of making a panegyric ) ſet 
his blemiſhes and imperfections in open view. . 
The fire of his youth carried him to ſome exceſſes ; 
but they were accompanied with a moſt lively inven- 
tion, and true humour. The little violences, and eaſie 
miſtakes of a night too gayly ſpent (and that too in the 
beginning of Lit were always ſet right, the next day, 
with great humanity, and ample retribution. His faults 
brought their _— with them, and his very failings. 
had their beauties. So much ſweetneſs accompanied 
what he ſaid, and fo great generoſity what he did, that 
people were always prepoſleſs'd in his favour: and it 
was in fact true, what the late earl of Rocheſter ſaid in 
jeſt to king Charles; that he did not know how it was, 
but my lord Dor ſet might do any thing, yet was never 


to blame. 


He was naturally very ſubject to paſſion ; but the 
| ſhort guſt was ſoon over, and ſerved only to ſet off the 
charms of his temper, when more compos'd. That ve- 
ry paſhon broke out with a force of wit, which made e- 
ven anger agreeable : While it laſted, he ſaid and forgot 
a thou things, which other men would have been 
glad to have ſtudied and wrote: but the impetuoſity | 
Was corrected upon a moment's reflection; and the mea 
ſure altered with ſuch grace and delicacy, that you 
could ſcarce perceive where the key was changed. © 


DDA 0e N. 
He was very ſharp in his reflections; but never in the 
wrong place. His darts were ſure to wound; but they 
were ſure too to hit none but thoſe, whoſe follies gave 
him very fair aim. And when he allowed no quarter, 
he had certainly been provoked by more than common 
error: by mens tedious and circumſtantial recitals of 
their affairs, or by their multiply'd queſtions about his 
on: by extreme 1gnorance and impertinence; or the 
mixture of theſe, an 1ll-judg'd and never ceaſing civility : 
or laſtly, by the two things which were his utter averſion; 
— inſinuation of a flatterer and the whiſper of a tale- 
A : | 

If therefore we ſet the piece in its worſt poſition ; if 
its faults be moſt expoſed, the ſhades, will ſtill appear ve- 
ry finely join'd with their lights; and every imperfecti- 
on will be diminiſhed by the luſtre of ſome neighbouring 
virtue: but if we turn the great drawings and wonderful 
colourings to their true light; the whole muſt appear 
beautiful, noble, admirable. 

He poſſeſſed all thoſe virtues in the higheſt degree, up- 
on which the pleaſure of ſociety, and the happineſs of 
life depend ; and he exerciſed them with the greateſt de-. 


cency and beſt manners. As good nature is ſaid, by a 


great author to belong more particularly to the Eng/i/þ 
than any other nation; it may again be ſaid, that it be- 

| longed more particularly to the late earl of Dor/er, than 
any other Engliſb man. 5 „„ 

A kind huſband he was without fondneſs : and an in- 
_ dulgent father without partiality. So extraordinary | 


2 maſter, that this quality ought indeed to have 


number'd. among his defects: for he was often worſe 
ſerved than became his ſtation ; from his unwillingneſs 
to aſſume an authority too ſevere. And during thoſe lit- 
tile tranſports of paſſion, to which I juſt now ſaid he was 
ſubject; 1 have known his ſervants get into his way, that 
they might make a merit of it immediately after: for he 
- that had the good fortune to be chid, was ſure of being 
rewarded for it. „ 55 
His table was one of the laſt, that gave us an example 


of. 


DE DICA4TTITON: An 
of the old houſe-keeping of an Exgliſb Nobleman. A free- 
dom reigned at it, which made every one of his gueſts 
think himſelf at-home ; and an abundance ; which ſhew- 
ed that the maſter's hoſpitality extended to many more, 
than thoſe who had the honour to fit at table with him. 

In his dealings with other men, his care and exact- 
neſs that every man ſhould have his due, was ſuch, that 
you would think he had never ſeen the court: the po- 
liteneſs and civ ility with which this juſtice was admini- 
ſtred, would convince you, he never had lived out of 
one. 

He was ſo ſtrict an obſerver of his word, that no 

conſideration, whatever could make him break it: yet fo 
_ cautious, left the merit of his act ſhould ariſe. from that 
obligation only ; that he uſually did the greateſt favours 
without making any previous promife. So inviolable 
was he in his friendſhip ; and ſo kind to the character of 
| thoſe, whom he had once honoured with a more inti- 
mate acquaintance, that nothing leſs than a demonſtra- 
tion of ſome eſſential fault, could make him break with 
them: and then too, his good-nature did not conſent to 
it, without the greateſt reluctance and difficulty. Let me 

we one inſtance of this amongſt many. When as lord 
Chamberlain, he was obliged to take the king's penſion 
from Mr. Dryden, who had long before put himſelf out 
of a poſſibility of receiving any favour from the court, 
my lord allowed him an equivalent out of his own eſtate. 
However diſpleaſed with the conduct of his old acquain- 
tance, he relieved his neceſſities; and while he gave him 
his Aſſiſtance in private; in publick, he exteruated and 
pitied his error. 

The foundation alle of theſe excellent 33 
and the perfection of my lord Dor/er's character, was that 
unbounded charity which ran through the whole te- 
nor of his life; and ſat as viſibly predominant over the 
other faculties of his ſoul ; as ſhe is ſaid to 61 in heaven, 
above her ſiſter virtues. 

Crowds of poor daily thronged his gates, expecting 
thence their bread: hea" were ſill leſſened by his ſending 
the molt proper objects of his bounty to apprenticeſhips, 
or hoſpitals. The lazar and the ſick, as he — 
. 
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faw them, were removed from the ſtreet to the phyſici- | 
an: and many of them not only reſtored to health; but | 
ſupplied with what might enable them to reſume their 
former callings, and make their future life happy. The 
priſoner has often been releaſed by my lord's paying the | 
debt; and the condemned has been ſaved by his inter- 4 
ceſſion with the ſovereign ; where he thought the letter 
of the law too rigid. To thoſe whoſe circumſtances were 
{uch, as made them aſhamed of their poverty, he knew 
how to beſtow his munificence, without offending their 
modeſty ; and under the notion of frequent preſents, 
gave them what amounted ta a ſubſiſtence. Many yet a- 
hve know this to be true, tho' he told it to none; nor 
ever was more uneaſie, than when any one mentioned it 
to him. 1 
We may find among the Greeks and Latins, Tibullus 
and Gallus; the noblemen that writ poetry: Auguſtus and 
Mæcenas, the protectors of learning; Ariſtides, the good 
citizen; and Atticus, the well-bred friend; and bring 
them in as examples of my lord Dor ſet's wit, his judg- 
ment, his juſtice, and his civility. But for his charity, my 
lord, we can ſcarce find a parallel in hiſtory it ſelf. 
Titus was not more the deliciæ humani generis on this 
account, * lord 23 17 And without any ex- 
aggeration, that prince did not do more in propor- 
tion out of the revenue of the Roman ad. — ah 
father out of the income of a private eſtate. Let this, my 
lord, remain to you and your poſterity a poſſeſſion for 
ever; to be imitated, and if poſſible, to be excelled. 
As to my own particular, I ſcarce knew what life was 
ſooner than I found my ſelf obliged to his favour ; nor 
had reaſon to feel any ſorrow, ſo ſenſibly as that of his 


Ille die quem ſemper aterbum 
Semper honoratum ( fic di voluiſtis ) habebo. 


5 ZEneas could not reflect upon the loſs of his own fa- 
| ther with greater piety, my lord, than I muſt recal the 
memory of yours: and when I think whoſe fon I am 
„ wes writing 


1 — 


— 
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DEDICATION. = 
writing to, the leaſt I promiſe my ſelf from your good- 


neſs, is an uninterrupted continuance of favour, and a 
friendſhip for life. To which that I may with.ſome ju- 
ſtice intitle my ſelf, I ſend yu lordſhip a dedication, 
| not filled with a long detail of your praiſes, but with my 
0 ſincereſt wiſhes that you may deſerve them. That you 
may imploy thoſe extraordinary parts and abilities with 
which heav'n has bleſſed you, to the honour of your fa- 
mily, the benefit of your friends, and the good of your 
country: that all your Actions may be great, open and 
noble, ſuch as may tell the world whoſe ſon and whoſe 
ſucceſſor you are. | 
What I now offer to your lordſhip is a collection of 
poetry, a kind of garland of good-will. If any verſes of 
my writing ſhould appear in print, under another name 
and patronage, than that of an earl of Dorſet, people 
might ſuſpect them not to be genuine. I have attained” 
2 my preſent end, if theſe poems prove the diverſion of 
ſome of your youthful hours, as they have been occaſio- 
f nally the amuſement of ſome of mine; and I humbly 
bhuope, that as I may hereafter bind up my fuller ſheaf, and 
lay ſome pieces of a very different nature (the product of 
my ſeverer ſtudies) at your lordſhip's feet, I ſhall engage 
your more ſerious reflection. Happy, if in all my endea- 
vours I may contribute to your delight, or to your in- 
ſtruction. I am, with all duty and reſpect, 5 


My Lox, | | 
Tour To-dfpip's 
1 f Obedient and” 
Moft bumble Servant; 


MAT. PRIOR, 


1 * E. 


bi 6] H E greateſt part of what 1 have written ha ving 
already been publiſhed, either ſiagly or in fome of 
the mi ſcellanies, it world be too late for me to make any ex- 
cuſe for appearing in print. But a collection of poems has 
lately appeared under my name, tho without my Knows- 


lieage, in which the publiſher has given me the honour of ſome 


things that did not belons to me, and has tranſcribed others 
fo imperfectly, that 1 hardly knew them to be mine. This 
has obliged me, in my oon Defence, to look back upon ſome 
of whoſe lighter ſtudies, which I ought long fince to have 
quitted; and to publiſh an indifferent collection of poems, 
for fear of being thought the author of a wr: rſe. 

Thus I beg pardon of the publick for reprinting ſome pie- 
ces, which as they came ſingly from their firſt impreſſion, 
have ( 1 fancy) lain long and quietly in Mr. Tonſon's ſhop ; 
and adding others to them, which were never before prin- 

ted, and might hade lain as quietly, and perhaps more ſafe- 
ly, in a corner of my own ſtudy. 5 
The reader will, I hope make allowance for their Laving 
been written at very diſtant times, and on very different 
 eccafions ; and take them as they happen to come, publict pa- 
— amorous oaes, ſerious reflections or idle tales, the 
duct of his leiſure hours, who had buſineſs enough upon 
2 hands, and was only a poet by accident. 

I take this occaſion to thank my good friend and ſchool- 
fellow Mr. Dibben, for his excellent verſion of the Carmen 
Seculare, tho' my gratitude may juſtly carry a little envy 

with it; for I believe the moſt accurate Judges will find the 
Wr exceed the original. 

I muſt likewiſe on my ſelf obliged to Mrs. Singer, wha 
has given me leave to print a paſtoral of her writing ; that 
poem having produced the werſes immediately following it. 
1 wiſh ſhe might be prevailed with to publiſh ſome other pie 
ces of that kind, in which the ſo fences of her ſex, & the fine- 
neſs of her genius, conſpire to * her a wy * 
char 


acter. 
E08 T 


POSTSCRIPT. 


| 1 Muſt help my preface by a poſtſcript, to tell the reader 
that there is ten years diſtance between my writing the 
one and the other ; and that ( whatever I thought then, and 
have ſomewhere ſaid, that I would publiſh no more poetry) 
he will find jeveral copies of werſes ſcattered through this 
edition, which were not printed in the firſt. Thoſe relating 
to the publick, ſtand in the order they did before, and accor- 
ding to the ſeveral years, in wwhich they were written ; how- 
ever the diſpofition of our national affairs, the ations or the 
fortunes of ſome men, and the opinions of others may have 
changed. Proſe, and other human things may take what 
turn they can; but poetry, which pretends to have ſome- 
thing of divinity in it, is to be more permanent. Odes once 
printed cannot well be altered, when the author has alrea- 
dy ſaid, that he expects his warks ſhould live for ever, And 
it had been very fooliſh in my friend Horace, if ſome years 
after his Exegi Monumentum, he ſhould have defired to 
lee his building taken down again. | 
De Dedication /ikewi/e is reprinted to the earl of Dorſet, 
in the foregoing leaves, without any alteration ; tho I had 
the faireſt opportunity, and the flrongeft inclination to have 
added a great deal to it. The blooming hopes, which I ſaid 
the world expected from my then very young patron, have 
been confirmed by moſt noble and diſtinguiſbed firfl-fruits ; 
and his life is going on towards a plentiful harveſt of all ac- 
cumulated virtues. He has, in fact, exceeded whatever the 
fondneſs of my wiſhes could invent in his favour : his equal- 
ly good and beautiful lady enjoys in him an indulgent and 
obliging huſband ; his children, a kind and careful father ; 
and his acquaintance, a faithful, generous, and polite friend. 
His fellow-peers have attended ta the perſuaſion of his ela- 
guence ; and have been convinced by the ſolidity of his rea- 
foning. He has, long fince, deſerved and attained the honour 
of thegarter, He bas managed ſome of the greateſt —_— 


POSTSCRIPT. 


of the kingdom with known ability; and laid them down 


<vith entire deſintereſſment. And as he continues the exer- 


ciſes of theſe eminent virtues, (which that he may da to a 


very old age, ſhall be my perpetual wiſh ) he may be one of 
the greateſt men that our age, or poſſibly our nation has 
| bred; and leave materials for a pancęyric, not unworthy the 
pen of ſome future Pliny. 
From jo noble a ſubject as the earl of Dorſet, to ſo mean an 
one as my ſelf, is ( I confeſs ) a very pindaric tranſition. 1 
Hall onl» ſay one word, and trouble the reader no further. 
I publiſh'd my poems formerly, as Monfiear Jourdain ſold 
hrs fili: he would not be thought a trade/man, but ordered 


ſome pieces to be meaſured out to his particular friends. Now 


Tgive up my ſhop, and diſpoſe of all my poetical goods at once: 
I muſt therefore defire, that the public would pleaſe to take 


them in the groſs ; and that every body would turn ver 


That he does not lite. 


> Os — — — a 


SOME 


* M OIR S 


OF THE 
* I P E 
1 AND 
| Publick Employments 
OF: | 


Matthew Prior, Eſq; 


Drawn up by himſelf in the year 1720; and 
ſent to the Autbor of the Lives of the 
ENGLISH POETS. TP 


— 75 ATTHEW PRIOR, was the ſon of 
Wil Mr. George Prior citizen of London, who 
| J 1 dying while he was very young, left him 
N * to the care of an uncle, which proved 
re al paternal, as Mr. Prior through the courſe 
of his life has always acknowledged with 
dee greateſt gratitude. 
* He was bred at We/fmin/ter-ſchool, where he endea- 


voured to obtain and increaſe the noble genius peculiar 
to 


. 


to that place. He was thence removed to St. John's Co/- 
lege in Cambridge; of which ſociety, ſoon after he had 


taken the degree of batchelor of arts, he was made fel- 


low ; and retains the {ame honour to this day. He wrote 

everal copies of Verſes when very young, as appears by 
he firſt, in his printed poems f. In the reign of king 

Fames the ſecond, jointly with Mr. 1onrtague, ſince earl 

of Halifax, he wrote remarks * upon Mr. Dryden's Hind 
and Panther. = ne 


Upon the Revolution, he was brought to court by the 
late earl of Dorſet, that great patron of all polite learning, 


by whom from his infancy he was belov'd and encoura- 


ged ; and as he grew up to manhood, had a great ſhare 
in his intimacy and friendſhip. Under this noble lord's 


_ patronage he firſt entered into publick buſineſs, and was 
made ſecretary —_T majeſties king Miiliam and queen 


Mary, at the congreſs at the Hague, in the year 1690, the 
late earl of Berkely being their majeſties plenipotentiary 
there. He was thence appointed ſecretary of the embaſſy 


to the preſent the earl of Pembroke, the late earl of Fer/ey 


and Sir Fo/eph Williamſon, embaſſadors at the peace of 


Ryfwick, where many memorials _— to that treaty 


were drawn up by him: he was likewiſe ſecretary to the 


two ſucceeding embaſſies in France; thoſe, of the late 


_ earls of Portland and Ferſey. 


Hle was ſecretary of ſtate in the kingdom of Ireland; 

then one of the Lords Commiſſioners of Trade and Planta- 
tions; and by her late majeſty made One of the Commi/7i- 
oners of the Cuſtoms, and her majeſty's plenipotentiary- 


miniſter in France in the Year 1711. So that going into 
publick buſineſs very young, and having continued 
therein for ſeven and twenty years, his Poetry (to uſe his 


own words in his preface to his poems) was only the pro- 


"4M 7 


The Hind and the Panther, tranſverſed to the ſtory | 


of the Country-mouſe, and the City- mouſe. 4to. Printed in 
the Year 1687. e e 2 
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duct of his leiſure hours, who had buſineſs enough upon his 
hands, and was only a poet by accident. In the year 1720, 
he publiſhed his works, by ſubſcription, in one volume in 
folio, and met with that encouragement which was due 
to his deſerved merit. But tho? in this collection of his 
poems he added ſeveral New Pieces, yet he omitted ſome 
very valuable Old Ones, particularly his Fit Epiſtle to 
Fleetwood Shephard, Eſq; which his great modeſty pre 

vailed with him to withdraw, only upon there being in 

the cloſe of that piece, an innocent joke upon Mr. Mon- 
tague, late earl of Halifax. For a like reaſon, he omitted 
that agreeable Satire upon the Tranſlators of Ovid's E- 
Piſtles, and a Satire upon the Poets, in imitation of the 
VIlth Satire of 7 uvenal, on account of a few Nipping 


Turns upon two noblemen, lately deceaſed. An Ode in 


imitation of the ſecond Ode of Horace, written by him in 
the year 1692, is likewiſe omitted, becauſe he declared 
to have made ſome uſe of that piece in the compoſing 
his Carmen Seculare. Tho! it is rather to be preſumed, 


this omiſſion was obtained by the perſuaſion of ſome po- 


litical-friends, who thought the revival of this Ode a pa- 
negyrick too high for (a Prince above all panegyrick) 


the late immortal king WILLIAM of glorious memory. 


An excellent poem, to the Counte/s Dowwager of Devon- 
ſhire, upon a piece of Wiſln's auhereon were all her Grand- 


ſons painted, (the laſt performance of that maſter in his 


own hand-writing, without take a copy of it) he gave 


near thirty years ago to his friend Anthony Hammond, 


Eſq; and to that gentleman the reader is now obliged for 

its firſt publication. The two copies of verſes upon lady 
Katherine Hyde, have been miſtakenly applied by ſome 
perſons to another hand ; tho' whoever will in the leaſt 


| but impartially conſider, they muſt allow, that the eaſie 


turn, and epigrammatick point, in thoſe performances, 
could be the product of ne other, than Mr. Prior's pecu- 
liar pen; and it is hoped, that the preſervation of theſe 
pieces, will be looked upon as an act of ftrict juſtice to 


his memory. 


t Mr. Prior's paper concluded. : 
e Since 


Since the late collection of his poems in folio, Mr. 
Prior himſelf publiſhed four poems, wiz. I. The Con- 
werſation. A Tale. II. Collia's A liſtales, Written in imi- 
tation of Spenſer's ſtyle. III. Verſes ſpoke to the lady 
HFenrietta-Cavendiſb Holies Harley, in the library of St. 
Fohn's-College, Cambridge, November the gth. Ar. Dom. 
1719. IV. A Prologue to the Orphan, Repreſented by 
ſome of the Meſtminſter ſcholars, at Hickford's dancing- 
room in York-buildings, the 2d. of . 1720. ſpo- 
ken by the lord Daplin. 
This is an exact account of all the genuine works of 
Mr. Prior, hitherto publiſhed. As to the Manuſcripts he 
has left behind him, the moſt confiderable,. we are in- | 
formed, is one intitled, Dialogues of the Dead. | 

To attempt a character of Mr. Prior in this place 
would be wholly ſuperfluous, ſince the publick will in 
a ſhort time be gratified in that reſpect, from the elo- 
quent pen of Dr. Friend. It fhall ſuffice us therefore, 
only to declare, what will be atteſted by all who knew 
him, that Mr. Priar avas endowed with all the Accom- 
pliſhments of a polite gentleman, and was 1 fencere 


in | all his prefe/frons of OY 


A Tme COP of 


Mr. P R # 2 R's 


LAST 


WILL and TESTAMENT. 


. E Agi G Carie 1 P rerogati- 


oe Cantuarien E xtracł. 


F 7 has pleaſed Almighty God, for ſome years * ts | 


bleſs me, his moſt unworthy creature, with a greater 


Hare of health, than 1 could have expected from the 


tenderneſi of my native conſtitution, or the fatigues and 
troubles of life, which I have undergone ; for this, and 


all ather his mercies, hallowed be his name, for ever, and 


ever. Let men and angels repeat the ſound, hallowed be 
| bis name Now before ficknejs of body, or infirmity of 
age, prevent, or diminiſh the force of my underflanding, 


or 
memory, 1 make and iy this my ay Will and Te e. 


. 


4 7 Matthew Prior, OY Aris of $1. 


, Weſt- 
—_—_ TY the right benourable the 


2 Harley, 


* 


(2) 


for his eminent + and continual friendſpip to me, and truſting 


that he will have the ſame concern for my memory after 


death, as he had for my honour whilſt alive, and that he 


will take the ſame care of my ſurviving friends, hereaf- 
ter mentioned, in this my Will, as he did of my own pro- 
per intereft ; and having for many years experienced the 
faith, honeſty, and ability of Mr. Adrian Drift, my e- 
cretary whilft I awas in publick employments, and my friend 
and companion in private life; I intreat the ſaid lord Har- 
ley, and ordain the ſaid Adrian Drift, to be the executors 
of this my Will. And thus I give and bequeath unto Ed- 


ward Jord Harley, and Adrian Drift, all my goods, and 


beuge plate, jewels, medals, and debts, and all other 

my per jonal eſtate whatſoever ; to them, I ſay, their heirs, 
executors, and aſſigns, in truſt only and for the uſes here- 
_ after ſpecified, and the benefit of the — hereafter men- 
Toned. 


It is my W ill, That 1 be buried privately in Weſtmin- 
ſter- Abbey, and that ofter my debts and funeral charges 
are paid, a monument be erected to my memory, whereon 
may be expreſſed the publick employments I have bore ; the 
Inſcription, I defire may be made my Dr. Robert Friend, 


and the Buſto expreſſed in marble by Coriveaux, placed on 


| the monument : for this laſt piece of Humane Vanity, 1 
Wi a, that the ſum of five hundred pounds be ſet aſide, 


Tothe College of St. John the Evangeliſt, in Cambridge, 
I leave ſuch and ſo many of my books, as fhall be judged ta 
amount unto the value of two hundred ——_ Theſe 
| Books, with myownPoRrmM 5s in the greateſt paper, to be 


kept in the dw, together with the books which I have 
already given. I likewiſe leave my own Picture painted 
by Le Belle, and that of my friend and patron Edward 


| earl of Jerſey, by Rg. 


T have to my lord Harley, the Buſto „ 


by Girardon, and fix Pictures out of my Collection, ſuch 


41 be ſhall chuſe : the reſt of my Pictures, Medals, Draw- 


gs, Stamps, and Maps, to be e by * 


„ + Sheng 


8 1 
auho may be thought to underſtand their value, and my lord 
Harley to have the Preference, in caſe he pleaſes to purchaſe 


any part or parcel thereof ; and after his pleaſure therein 


ſpecified, I Will, that the reſidue be fold. The Picture of 


queen Elizabeth, by Portus, I leave to the honourable and 
excellent lady Henrietta Harley, and my own Picture in 
enamel to her dear daughter Margarete. N 


All my Manuſcripts, Negotiations, Commiſſions, and 


ll Papers whatſoever, whether of my Publick Employ- 
ments, er Private Sudies, Ileave to my lord Harley, my 


executor, or either of them, having firſt burned ſuch as may 
not be proper for any future Inſpect ion. 5 


Whereas the eſtate of Down-Hall, in Eſſex, of which 
1 am and fland at preſent poſſeſſed, is at my death to revert 
to my lord Harley, and to his heirs, according to the pur- 
fort and intent of certain writings drawn up by Mr. Oli- 
ver Martin, of the Middle-Temple, I declare that the 
ſaid eftate does, and ought accordingly to revert to my lord 


Farley, and his heirs, leſt from any want of words in 


theſe writings, or from any failure, or expreſſion omitted, 


in the form of the writings, the leaſt doubt or inquietude 
 mayariſe to my lord Harley, I mention this, o' at the ſame 


time I believe it to be ſuper flnous. 1 


| 1 will, and defire, That the ſum of one thouſand pounds, 
be ſet apart in favour, and to the uſe of Mrs, Elizabeth 


Cox, and that an annuity, or rent charge, be purchaſed with : 
the ſaid ſum, to be payed by half yearly payments, to the 
ſaid Elizabeth Cox, during her natural life ; but 1 


would have the ſaid thouſand pounds, i. e. the annuity, to 
be purchaſed with that ſum, to be paid ſolely to her order, 


in balf yearly payments, as aforeſaid, and not to be in the 


diſpeſal, or at the power of any huſband, which ſhe may 


| marry : and as my lord Harley will be jufter towards all 
"with whom ſhe deals, and kinder to my friends, than any 
man whom I leave behind 


, in the world, I beg that he 


Will be pleaſed to grant to th Elizabeth Cox, ſuch an- 
nuit, leaving the ſum to be {termined by his appointment, 


and pleaſure. 


(4) 
I kave to Mr. Adrian Drift the ſum of one thouſand 
pounds, to be emplozed and diſpeſed of at his diſcretion, hop- 
ing that his induſtry, and management will be ſuch, that 
he will not embeæxle or decreaſe the ſame. 


T leave to Mrs. Anne Durham, the ſum of three Bun- 
dred pounds, to be paidwithin one Year after my deceaſe, and 
by her, to be employed for the enlargement of her flock, and 
the fupport of that trade, and calling, wherein I have 
already placed her, and in which 1 wiſh her proſperity. 


IT remit to my dear friend, and old companion, Richard 
Shelton, E/; all bonds, notes, or obligations, by which he 
Hand. any way indebted to me : and I leave to his ſon, 
George Shelton, the ſum of three hundred pounds in fuch 
manner, as that he may receive fifty pounds per Annum, 
For fox years, in order to maintain him, during that time, 
at the Univerſity ; or to help him in any trade, or employ- 
ment, as his father may judge proper. | 


I leave to my well-beloved, and dear coufin Katherine 
Harriſon, the ſum of one hundred pounds, with which ſhe 
will pleaſe to buy mourning, 5 e | 


T leave tomy ſervants each one years wages and mourning ; 
and to John Oeman, er Newman, the ſum of fifty pounds, 
over and above ſuch wages. „ 


I likewiſe leave the ſum of fiſty pounds, euer and abor 
N 


Au in caſe this ſhall, as I reckon it 9wwill, amount to more |} 
than will pay and [atisfy my debts, and legacies, already gi» | 
ven, I leave the reſt and refidue to Mr. Adrian Drift, and 
Mrs. Elizabeth Cox, above-mentioned, to be equally diuid- 
ad between them, Fes RE 

— 
ford Harley, and his Family, and to all my friends in ge- 
 neral, Peace on earth, and Good-will towards — 


wiſhing health, hanour, and happineſs to da- 


— — —— —— — — — — — — — — — 


(5) 
Irecommend my foul, and body, to the eternal and ever 
bleſſed God, who gave me my Being: 
Deus es inſtaura Palma Tuum. 


1 This Vill, auritten wwith my own hand, I ſign and ſeal 


M. PRIOR. 


Signed, ſealed, and declared, to be the laſt Will and Te- 
ftament of Matthew Prior, ix the preſence of us 2vho aw 
him ſeal, and ſubſcribe the ſame. e 


ö 

1 

5 Witneſs, 
55 James Gibbs. 

5 William Thomas. 

. J. Worlock. 

+ PRobatum Londin; coram venerabili viro Berney 
„ | Branthwaythe Legum Doctore Surrogato et 
* Decimo Nono Die Menſis Septembris, Anno Dom. 

1721. Juramento Adriani Drift, Unius Execut 
| in dicto Teſtamento nominat* : Cui Commiſſa fuit 
0 Adminiſtrando omnium et Singulorum ; Bono- 
3 rum jur' et Creditor” dicti def'ti de bene et fideli', 
3 Adminiſtrando eadem ad Sancta Dei Evangelia Ju. 
| rat?: Reſervata potent: Similem. Commen. faci- 
1 endi Honor. Edwards Domino Harley, alteri Exe- 
cutorum, et cum venerit eandem petitur. 
ore. 
* 
nd 
ad. 
ge- 
en 1 
1 7. 


CONTENTS 
Firſt Volume. 


O\ Exodus III. 14. I am that I am. An Ode, wwrit- 


5 ten in 1688. page 1 
To the Counteſs of Exeter playing on the Lace. © 5 
An Ode. 6 
An Epiſtle to Fleetwood Shephard, E/q; 8 
To the Counteſs of Dorlet ; Written | in her M ilton by Mr. 

Bradbury. 13 
To the Lady Durſly on the ſame Subject. | ibid, 

To my Lord Buckhurſt, Paying * == a Cat. 5B 
An Ode. 15 
A Song. ibid. 
The 5 IP S bepherd. : 16 
To the honourable Charles Montague, Eg; 17 
Hymn to the Sun, ſet by Dr. Purcel, and ſung before their 
Majeſties on New-Years-Day, 1694. N my 

De Ladies Looking-gla/5 

Love and * a Paſtoral. By Mrs. Elizabeth | 

Singer. | 22 


To the Author of the 3 Paſtoral 24 
Ye a Lady, he refuſing ta continue a Diſpute with me, 2 
leaving me in the argument : an Ode. 

Serien the Duke of Ormond's Pidure at Sir Godfrey 7 


Eneller's. 


Celia 70 Damon. - 
An Ode preſented to the King, on his Majeſty's N in 
HFolland, after the Queen's Death, 1695. 36 
In imitation of Anacreon. 
An Ode. ibid. 
Oe, ſur la priſe de Namur par les armes du Roy, I An- 
ce 1692. par Monſ. Boileau Deſpreauæx. - 
A. Engliſh Ballad, on the taking of Namur by the Kg 
Great Britain, 1 597. = % 
Preſented to the King at bis arrival in Holland, after the 
diſcovery of the conſpiracy, 1 696. 48 
e Chloe wweeprng. 


Te Mr. Howard. 4n Ode. 


CONTENTS. 


Love diſar med. 2 
Chloe hunting. 53 
Cupid and Ganymede. 54 
Cupid miſtaken. | 56 

Venus miſtaken. Cr 57 
A Song. ibid. 

Pallas and Venus : an Epigram. 58 
To a young Gentleman in love: a tale. ibid. 
An Engliſb Padlock. | | | 60 
Hans Carvel. 63 
A Dutch Proverb. | 67 

Paulo Purganti and his F7; 77. | ibid. 
The Ladle. 


Written in the beginning of M ezeray* s hiftory of France. -6 


Il ritten in the Noveaux Intereſts des Princes de PEu- 
rope. 


3 
Acdriani morientis ad Animam ſuam 9 ibid. 
V Monſieur Fontenelle. 0 
| Imitated. Sis. 


7 Dy. Sherlock, on his P ractical . concerning 
| Death. ibid. 

Carmen ſeculare, latinè redditum per Tho. Dibben, $2 

Carmen ſeculare, for the year 1700. to the ting. 8 


3 
An Ode inſcribed to the memory of Colonel George Villi- 
ers, drowned in the river Piava. 116 


Prologue ſpoken at court before the Queen, on her une 7 
birtb-day, 1704. 


Letter to Monſieur Boileau Deſpreaux, occafiont T: 
F the Victory at Blenheim, 1704. 


For the Plan of a fountain, &c. 126 
The Cameleon. ibid. 
A Simile. | 1 


The Nut-brown Maid, a Poem written three hundred. 
years ſince. 131 


Henry and Emma: a Poem upen the model of the Nc 
brown Maid. 

An Ode humbly inſcrib'd to the Queen, on the ghrious fac: 
ceſi of her Majeſty's arms, 1706. Written in imitation 
of Spencer's Style. 163 

The of * 7 Callimachus : to Jupiter. 177 

B 2 Fifture 


CONTENTS. 

Pius 78 Seneca a} mg in a Bath, by Jordain, at the le wht 
Honourable the Earl of Exeter's a Wb HouJe, 1 80 
The Dove. 181 
The Turtle aud Sparrow. An E * Tale, Occaſioned by 
the Death of Prince George of Denmark, 1708. 185 
 Down-Hall; A Ballad. To the Tune of King John and the 
Abbot of Canterbury. Written in the Year, 1715. 198 
Ad Virum doctiſſi mum, & Amicum, Dominum Samuelem 
Shaw, dum Theſes de Ictero pro Gradu Doctoris defen- 
deret. 204 
Imitated hy Mr. Thomas Cook. To my learned Friend 
Samuel Shaw, at taking his Doctor's Degree and De- 


fending a Theſis on the Jaundice. | 20 
The Remedy Worſe than the Diſeaſe. - wich 
On Biſhop Atterbury's Burying his Grace John Shefheld 

Duke of Buckinghamſhire. 206 


Peres Spoken to the Lady Henrietta-Cavendiſh-Holles 

Farley, in the Library of St. John's College Cambridge, 
November 9, Anno 1719. ibid. 

Prologue to the Orphan. Repreſented by ſome of the Weſt- 
minſter Scholars, at Hickford's Dancing-room in Pan- 
ton- ſtreet »-ar Leiceſter-Fields, the /econd of Februa-_ 
ry, 1720. Spoken v the Lord Duplin, avho acted Cor- 


delio. 207 
The Converſation, a Tale. | | 208 
Colin's Miftaies. | 211 
To the Right Honourable the Crunteſe Dowage of Devon- 
ſhire, on à piece of Wiſſin's; 1 
The Female Phaeton. | | 217 
The Judgment Venus. 218 
Threnus; or Stanzas on the death of Mr. Prior. 220 
Song to his Miſtreſs. | 222 
An Ode. 5 ibid. 
As epiſtle to Sir Fleetwood Shephard. 23x - 
i Satire on the modern tranſlators. 233 © 
A Gatire upon the Poets, in imitation 7 the ſeventh Satire 
of Juvenal. 238 


CONTENTS 


nn. Inn 


A critical moment. | 3 bid, 


CONTENTS 


Of the Second Volume. 


A Lover's Anger. Page 1 
Mercury and Cupid, 2 
On Beauty: a Riddle, | 5 
The Pueftion ts Liſetta. 7 
Liſetta's Reply. | 8 
De Garland. | ibid. 
The Lady who offers het Lale n to Venus 1 
Chloe jealous. ibid. 
An ſe ber te Chloe Jealzas, in the ſame Hille; the author 
Ack. 8 | 
A better Anſwer. | 
Written at Paris, 1700; in the beginning of Robe? 
Geog? 'aphy. | 17 
A Paſſage in the Moriæ Encomium of Eraſmus imi- 
tated. c 19 
Merry Andrew. 20 
The Fle. e | 21 
| From the Greek. eg ' 
Epigram. 5 23 
Ancther. | | | ibid. 
Another. ibid. 
| Another. | ibid. 

' Tz a perſon avha aurote ill, and ſpake worſe againſt me. 24 
On the ſame perſon. ibid, 
Quid fit futurum cras, fuge quzrere. Lf 
Cantata: Ser by Monſieur Galliard, ibid. 
Her R 841 Name. 27 
Written in an Ovid. — 22 
A True Maid. | 3 

Another. < GE ibid. 
A reaſonable affii tion. | | 30 
Another reaſonable aiabicn | | il _ 

Another. | 5 

On the /ame ſubje. „ id. | 
On the /ame. 0 | 32 
Phillis's age. 1 wy 


Forma, Bonum fragile. 


An 


CONTENTS. 


An Epigram written to the Duke de Noailles. 34 
Epilogue to Lucius : Spoken by Mrs. Horton, 35 
The thief and the cordelier : a ballad, to the tune of king 


John and the 4bbot of Canterbury. 37 
An Epitaph. | 40 
To the Right 3 Mr. Harley : In Imitation of 

Horace, Lib. 1. Epiſt. 9. 43 


To Mr. Harley 3 by Guiſcard, 1711. An Ode. 
An Extempore Invitation to the Earl of Oxford, Lord 


High Treaſurer, 1712. | 47 
Erle Robert's Mice: in Chaucer's Style. 48 
In the [ume Style, 50 
In the ſame Style. oa Gl 
A flower e by Simon Varelit, 1bid. 
To the Lad; Elizabeth Harley, ſincs Marchioneſs of Car- 

marthen; on a column of her drawing. 52 
Protogenes and Apelles. | ibid. 
Democritus and Heraclitus. . 
For my own tomb ſtone. | ibid. 
Gualterus Daniſtonus ad Amicos. es ibid. 
Imitated. 58 
De ſecond hymn of Callimachus, to Apollo. | 60 
Charity: 4 Paraphraſe on the thirteenth chapter of the 
firſt epiſtle to the Corinthians. 67 


Engraven on a column in the church at Halſtead in 
Eſſex; the ſpire of which, burnt diwn by liabe n- 
ing, was rebuilt at the expence of Mr. Samuel Fiſke, 

1717. 70 
Wi. . in Montaigne 5 efſaxs, given to the duke of 
Shrewſbury in France, after the Peace, 1713. 71 
An epiſtle deſiring the Queen's picture. Written 5 Paris, 
1714; but left unſiniſbed by the 2 News of her 
Majeſty's death. 72 
ALMA, or the Progreſs of the Mind: in three Canto's. 
Canto I. 77 Canto II. 99 Canto III. 122 
SOLOMON: 4 Fee mn . Books. 


Knowledge: Book J. 163 
Pleaſure: Book IJ. 1 199 
Power: Book III. 245 


' POEMS | | 


Several — 


— 


On EXODUS I. 14. 
5 1 am that J am. 


An * D E. 


uw ritten in 1688, as an F at Se. lohn. cle. 


n 


15 
AN! fooliſh man [gan ; 

Scarce know'ft thou how thy ſelf be- 
Scarce haſt thou thought enough to 
'N prove thou art; | 
— i ver ſteeld with ſtudy d boldneſs, thou 
| dar It try [eye 
To ſend thy doubting reaſon's Aaled | 


By ag the que Weak er of vaſt immenſity. 


Much thou canſt there di ſcern, much thence impart. 
3 Vain 
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Vain wretch ! ſuppreſs thy knowing pride ; 
Mortifie thy learned luſt : 
Vain are thy thoughts, while thou thy ſelf art duſt. 
II. 


Let wit her fails, her cars let wiſdom lend; 


The helm let politick experience guide: 


Yet ceaſe to hope thy ſhort-liv'd bark ſhall ride 
Down ſpreading fate's unnavigable tide. 

What tho' ſtill it farther tend? 

Still *tis farther from it's end; 
And, in the boſom of that boundleſs ſea, 
Still finds its error lengthen with its way. 

_ 
With daring pride and inſolent delight 
Your doubts N you boaſt, your labours crown'd ; 
And, *Eugma your God, forſooth, is found 
Incomprehenſible and infinite. _ 
But is he therefore found ? vain Grocher no: 
Let your imperfect definition ſhow, 
That nothing you, the —_— _ know. 
V 

Kay, why ſhou'd the collected main 
It ſelf within it ſelf contain? | 
Why to its caverns ſhou'd it ſometimes creep, 
And with delighted ſilence ſleep 
On the lov'd boſom of its parent deep? 
1 A its numerous waters ſtay 

diſcipline, and fair array, | 

Tal 3 and tides exert their high Ek ? 

Then prompt and ready to obey, 
Why do the riſing turges ſpread 
Their op'ning ranks o'er earth's {ſubmiſſive head, 

Marching thro' different paths to different lands p 

V. | 


Why does the conſtant ſun 
With meaſur d ſteps his radiant journeys run? 
Why does he order the diurnal hours | 
To leave earth's other part, and riſe in ours ? 
Why does he wake the correſpondent moon, 
And fill her willing lamp with liquid light, 
a; _ Command 
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Commanding her with delegated pow'rs 
To beautifie the world, and bleſs the night? 
Why does each animated ſtar 
Love the juſt limits of its proper ſphere ? 
Why does each conſenting 12 
With prudent Harmony combine 
In turns to move, and ſubſequent appear, 
To gird the globe, and regulate the year ? 
VI. 


| Man does with dangerous curioſity 
Theſe unfathom'd wonders try : 
With fancy'd rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and motion he reſtrains ; 
And ſtudy'd lines and fiftious circles draus: : 
Then with imagin'd ſoveraignty 
Lord of his new Hypothefis he reigns. 
He reigns: how long? till ſome — riſe ; 
And he too, mighty thoughtful, mighty wiſe, 
Stinm new lines, and other circles feigns. 
From this laſt toil again what knowledge flows ? 
Juſt as much, perhaps, as ſhows, 
That all his predeceſſor s rules 
Were empty cant, all Jargon of che ſchools; 
Tluat he on t other's ruin rears his throne; [own. 
And ſhows his friend's miſtake, and thence confirms his 
TIS 
On tk, in air, amidſt the ſeas and ſkies, | 
Mountainous heaps of wonders riſe ; 
Whoſe tow'ring ſtrength will ne'er ſubmit 
To reaſon's batteries, or the mines of wit: 
vet ſtill enquiring, till miſtaking man, 
Lach hour repuls'd, each hour dares onward preſs ; 3 
And levelling at God his wandring guels, 
(That feeble engine of his reaſoning war, 
Which guides his doubts, and combats his deſpair } 
Laws to his Maker the learn'd wretch can give: 
Can bound that nature, and preſcribe that wil!, 
' Whole pregnant word did either ocean fill: 
Can tell us whence all beings are, and how they move 
Thro' either ocean, fooliſh man ſand live, 
5 3 FE That 
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That pregnant word ſent forth again, 
Might to a world extend each atom there ; 
For every drop call forth a ſea, a heaven for every ſtar. 
VIII. 
Let cunning earth her fruitful wonders hide ; 
And only lift thy ſtaggering reaſon up 
Totrembling Ca/vary's aſtoniſh'd top; 
Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride, 
Explaining how perfection ſuffer'd pain, 
Almighty languiſn'd, and eternal dy d: 
How by her patient victor death was ſlain; 
And earth prop han'd, yet bleſs'd with deic:de. 
Then down with all thy boaſted 8 dawn : 
Only reſerve the ſacred one: 
Low, reverently low, 
Make thy ſtubborn knowledge bow ; ; 
Weep out thy reaſon's and thy body's eyes; 
Deject thyſelf, that thou may'f riſe ; 
To look to heay'n, be blind to all below. | 
. 
Then faith, for reaſon's glimmering light ſhall give 
Her immortal perſpective ; ; 
And grace's preſence nature's loſs retrieve : 
Then thy enliven'd ſoul ſhall ſee, 
That all the volumes of philoſophy, 
With all their comments, never cou'd invent 
So politick an inſtrument, 
To reach the heav'n of heav'ns, the high chote; 
Where Moſes places his myſterious God, 
As was that ladder which old Jacob rear'd, 
When light divine had human darkneſs clear'd ; 
And his enlarg'd ideas found the road, 
Which faith had diftated, and angels trod. 
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To the Counteſs of E XE T E R, 
Playing on a Lute. 


W Hat charms you have, from what high race you 

Have been the pleaſing ſubjects of my ſong: 

Unſrill'd and young, yet ſomething ſtill J writ, 

Of Can diſb beauty join'd to Cecil's Wit. 

But when you pleaſe to ſhow the lab' ring muſe, 

What greater theam your muſick can produce 

My babling praiſes I repeat no more, 

But hear, rejoice, ſtand filent, and adore. 
The Perſians, thus firſt gazing on the ſun, _ 

Admir'd how high 'twas plac'd, how bright it ſhone 3 

But, as his pow'r was known, their thoughts were rais'd; 

And ſoon they worſhip'd, what at firſt they prais'd. 
Elixa's glory lives in Spencer's ſong; _ 

And Convley's verſe keeps fair Orinda young. 

That as in birth, in beauty you excel, 

The muſe might dictate, and the poet tell: 


| Your art no other art can ſpeak; and you, 


To ſhew how well you play, mult play anew : 
Your muſick's pow'r your muſick muſt diſcloſe ; 
For what light is, tis only light that ſhows. | 
Strange force of harmony, that thus controuls 
Our thoughts, and turns and ſanctifies our ſouls : 
While with its utmoſt art your ſex cou'd move 
Our wonder only, or at beſt our love: | 
You far above both theſe your God did place, _ 
That your high pow'r might worldly thoughts de- „ 
froy; | | 
That with your numbers you our zeal might raife, 
And, like himſelf, communicate your joy. 
When to your native heav'n you ſhall repair, 
And with your preſence crown the bleſſuigs there; 
5 0 Your 
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Your Jute may wind its ſtrings but little higher, 

Jo tune their notes to that immortal quire. 

Your art is perfect here; your numbers do, 

More than our books, make the rude atheiſts kno, 

That there's a heav'n, by what he hears below. 
As in ſome piece, while Luke his {kill expreſt, 

A cunning angel came, and drew the reſt : 


So, when you play, ſome godhead does 1 W "= 


 Harmonious aid, divinity helps art; 
Some cherub finiſhes what you begun, 
And to a miracle improves a tune. 
To burnmg Rome when frantick Nero play's, 

| Viewing that face, no more he had ſurvey'd 

The raging flames; but truck with ſtrange ſurpriſe, 
Confeſt them leſs than thoſe of Anna's eyes: 

But had he heard thy lute, he ſoon had found 
His rage eluded, and his crime atton'd: 
Thine, like Amphion's hand, had wak'd the ſtone, 
And from deſtruction call'd the rifing town: 
Malice to muſick had been forc'd to yield; 
Nor * he burn ſo faſt, as chou could' ſt n 


4 0 DE 


Hile blooming outh, and Sight 
Sit on thy 1 x cheeks conf, : 
Thou haſt, my dear, Aur vat right 
5 To triumph o'er this deſtin d breaſt. 
My reaſon bends to what thy eyes ordain ; 
For I was born to love, and thou to reign. 


| But wou'd you maany ths rely 
On power, you kn muſt obey ? 
Exert a legal tyranny; ; 

And do an il, „ 


1 
- 
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Still muſt I thee, as atheiſts heav'n, adore ; 
Not ſee thy mercy, and 3 dread thy power? 
Take heed, my dear, youth flies apace; 
As well as Capid, time is blind: 
Soon muſt thoſe glories of thy face 
Ihe fate of vulgar beauty find: 
The thouſand loves, that arm thy potent eye, 
Muſt drop their quivers, flag their wings, and d. 
b IV. 


Then wilt thou ſigh, when in each frown 

A hateful wrinkle more appears; 

And putting peeviſh humours on, 

Seems but the ſad effect of years: 
Kindneſs it {elf too weak a charm will proye, 
To raiſe the feeble hires of aged love. | 

V 


Forc'd compliments, and formal bows 
Will ſhew thee juſt above neglect: 
The heat, with which thy lover glows, 
Will ſettle into cold reſpect: 
A talking dull Platonict I ſhall turn; 
Learn to be civil when I ceaſe to burn. 
| VI. 
Then ſhun the ill, and know, my dear, 
Kindneſs and conſtancy will prove 
The only pillars fit to bear 
So vaſt a weight as that of love. 
If thou canſt wiſh to make my flames endure, 
Thine mult be very — very pure. 
Haſte, Celia, haſte, while youth invites, 
Odey kind Cupid's preſent voice; 
Fill ev'ry ſenſe with ſoft delights, 
And give thy ſoul a looſe to joys: 
Let millions of repeated bliſſes prove, 
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VIII. | 

Be mine, and only mine ; take care 

Thy looks, thy thoughts, wg dreams to guide 
To me alone ; nor come ſo 

As liking any youth beſide : 
What men e'er court thee, fly em and believe, 

Thy're ſerpent's all, and 9 7 the tempted Ewe. 

* 


So ſhall I court thy deareſt truth, 
When Beauty ceaſes to engage ; 
So thinking on thy charming youth, 
| I'll love it o'er again in 
So time it ſelf our raptures ſhall i improve, 
_ Whilſt till we wake to joy, and live to love. 


"ET? - "TT AT" 


AN 

E F I 8 T L E 

'To Fleetwood Shephard, Eſq; 
Burleigh, ry 14, I. 


I. 


S once a twelvemonth to the Prieft, 

Holy at Rome, here Antichriſt, CE 
The Spaniſb king preſents a jennet, 

To ſhow his love; That's all that's in it 
For if his holineſs wou'd thump 

His reverend bum gainſt horſes rump, 

He might b' equipt from his own ſtable 

With one more white, and eke more able. 

Or as with Gondeo/a's, and men, his 
Good excellence, the duke of Venice | 

(I wiſh, for rhime, t had been the king) 

Sails out, and you the gulph a ring 


Which 
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Which trick of ſtate, he wiſely maintains, 
Keeps kindneſs up twixt old acquaintance : 
For elſe, in honeſt truth, the ſea 

Has much leſs need of gold, than he. 

Or, not to rove, and pump one's fancy 
For popiſh ſimiles beyond ea ; 

As folks from mud-wall'd tenement 
Bring landlords pepper-corn for rent; 
Preſent a turky or a hen, 

To thoſe might better ſpare them ten : 
Ev'n ſo, with all ſubmiſſion, I 

(For firſt men inſtance, then apply) 
Send you each year a homely letter, 
Who may return me much a better. 

Then take it, fir, as it was writ, 
To pay reſpect, and not ſhow wit : 
Nor look aſkew at what it faith; 
There's no petition in it, -- -'faith. 

Here ſome wou'd ſcratch their heads, and try 
What they ſhou'd write, and how and why ; ; 
But I conceive, ſuch folks are quite in 
Miſtakes, in. theory of writing. 

If once for principle 'tis laid, > 

That thought is trouble to the head ; 

L argue thus: the world agrees, 

'That he writes well, who writes with eaſe 

Then he, by ſequel logical, 

Writes beſt, who never thinks at all. 

Verſe comes from heavy” n, like inward light ; ; 

Mere human pains can ne'er come by't: 

The god, not we the poem makes ; 

| We only tell folks what he ſpeaks. 

Hence when anatomiſts diſcourſe, 

How like brutes organs are to ours ; 

They grant, if higher powers think fit, 

A bear might ſoon be made a wit; 

And that, — any thing in nature, | 

Pigs might ſqueak love-odes, dogs bark Satyr. 
Memnan, tho ſtone, was Src or Say 


But dun the god, mean while, that ſpoke all, 
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Rome oft has heard a croſs haranguing, 

With prompting prieſt behind the hanging : 
The wooden head reſolv'd the queſtion ; 
While you and Pettis help'd the jeſt on. 
Your crabbed rogues, that read Lucretius, 
Are againſt gods, you know; and teach us, 
The god makes not the poet ; but 


The theſis vice ver put, | 


Shou'd hebrew-wiſe be underſtood ; 


L And means, The Poet mates the god. 


Egyptian gard'ners thus are ſaid to 


Have ſet the leeks, they after pray'd to; 
And Romiſb bakers praiſe the deity 
They chipp'd, while yet in its paniety. 


That when you poets ſwear and cry, 
The god inſpires; I rave, I die; 
If inward wine does truly ſwell ye, 

T muſt be the cholick in your belly: 
That writing is but juſt like dice; 


And lucky mains make people wiſe : 
That jumbled words, if fortune throw 'em, 


Shall, well as Dryden, form a poem ; 


Or make a ſpeech, correct and witty, 
As you know who, —---at the committee. 


So atoms, dancing round the centre, 
They urge, made all things at a venture, 
But granting matters ſhou'd be ſpoke _ 


By method, rather than by luck ; 


This may confine their younger ſtiles, 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Will's: 


But never cou'd be meant to tye 
Authentic wits, like you and I: 


For as young children, who are ty'd in 


_ Go-carts to keep their ſteps from ſliding; 

When members knit, and legs grow ſtronger, 

| Make uſe of ſuch machine no longer; | 
But leap Pro libitu, and ſcout = 


On horſe call'd hobby or without : 


So when at ſchool we firſt declaim, 
Old Bu walks us in a theme, 


Wheſs 
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Whoſe props ſupport our infant vein, 
And help the rickets in the brain: 
But when our ſouls their force dilate, 
And thoughts grow up to wit's eſtate; 
In verſe or proſe, we write or chat, 
Not ſix pence matter upon what. 
Tis not how well an author ſays; 
But 'tis how much, that gathers praiſe, 
Tonſon, who is himſelf a wit, 
Counts writers merits by the ſheet. 
Thus each ſhould down with all he thinks, Fi 
As boys eat bread, to fill up chinks. | 
Kind Sir, I ſhou'd be glad to fee you; 
I hope y'are well; ſo god be wi' you; 
Was all I thought at firſt to write : 
But things, fince then, are alter'd quite ; 
Fancies flow in, and muſe flies high : 
So God knows when my clack will lye: 
I muſt, Sir, prattle on, as afore, 
And beg your pardon, yet this half hour. 
So at pure barn of loud Non-Cor, | 
Where with my granam J have gone, 
When Loss had ſifted all his text, 
And I well-hop'd the pudding next ; 
Now to apply, has plagu'd me more, 
Than all his villain cant before. 
For your religion, firſt, of her 
Your friends do ſav'ry things aver: 
They ſay, ſhe's honeſt, as your claret, 
Not ſowr'd with cant, not ſtum'd with merit: 
Your chamber is the ſole retreat 
Of chaplains ev'ry Sunday night : 
Of grace, no doubt, a certain ſign, 
When lay-man herds with man divine: 
For if their fame be juſtly great, 
Who wou'd no Popiſb Nuncio treat; 
That his is greater, we muſt grant, 
Who will treat Nuncios proteſtant. 
One ſingle poſitive weighs more, 
You know, than negatives a ſcore. 
In 


——ů — — 


—— —— ——— — — — 
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In politicks, I hear you're ſtanch, 
Directly bent againſt the French; 

Deny to have your free - born toe 
Dragoon'd into a wooden ſhoe : 

Are in no plots; but fairly drive at 
The publick welfare, in your private: 
And will, for Exg/and's glory, try, 
Turks, Fews, and Feſuits to defy, 
And keep your places, till you die. 

For me, whom wandring fortune threw 
From what I lov'd, the town and you; 
Let me juſt tell you how my time is | 
Paſt in a country-life. . /7primis, 

As ſoon as Phœbus rays inſpe& us, 
Firſt, Sir, I read, and then I breakfaſt ; 
So on, till foreſaid god does ſet, 
I ſometimes ſtudy, ſometimes eat. 
Thus, of your heroes and brave boys, 
With whom old Homer makes ſuch noiſe, 
The greateſt actions I can find, 
Are, that they did their work, and din'd. 
I be bocks of Which I'm chiefly fond, 
Are ſuch, as you have whilom con'd ; 
That treat of China's civil law, 
And ſubjects rights in Go/conda ; 
Of high-way elephants at Ceylan, 
That rob in clans, like men o'th' Highland, 
Of apes, that ſtorm, or keep a town, 
As well almoſt as Count Lauzune; 


Of unicorns and alligators, 


Elks, mermaids, mummies, witches, faryrs, 


And twenty other ſtranger matters; 


Which, tho' they're things I've no concern in, 


Make all our grooms admire my learning. 
Criticks I read on other men, 

And Hypers upon them again; - 

From whoſe remarks I give opinion 

On twenty books, yet ne er look in one. 

Then all your wits, that fleer and ſham, 

' Down from Den Quixote to Tom Tram; 


4 


From 


— —— — — —— 
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From whom I jeſts and puns purloin, 
And lily put them off for mine: 
Fond to be thought a country wit: 
The reſt, when fate and you think fit. 
Sometimes I climb my mare and kick her 

To bottl'd Ale and neighbouring vicar; 
Sometime at Stamford take a quart, 

Squire Shephard's health, with all my heart. 

Thus without much delight or grief, 

) I fool away an idle life; 

Till Shagzel! from the town retires, 
(Choak'd up with fame and ſea- coal- fires,) 
To bleſs the wood with peaceful Lyric ; 

Then hey for praiſe and panegyric ; 

Juſtice reſtor*d, and nations freed, 
And wreaths round William's glorious head. 


r 


: To the Counteſs of DORSET. 
Written in ber Milton, 


By Mr. BRADBURY. 
EE here how bright the firſt born virgin ſhone, 
And how the firſt fond lover was mm 
Such charming words our beauteous mother ſpoke. 
As Mi/ton wrote, and ſuch as yours her look. 
Yours, the beſt copy of th” original face, 
W hoſe beauty was to furniſh all the race: 
Bruch chains no author cou'd eſcape, but he; 
There's no way to be es but not to ſee. 


©& — 


— 


— 


To the Lady DUR SLY, on the are 
= Subject. 


yew 3 how fond Adam was betray d, 
And how by ſin Eve's 3 decay'd ; 


Om 
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Our common loſs unjuſtly you complain; 

So ſmall that part of it, which you ſuſtain. 
Fou ſtill, fair mother, in your off-ſpring trace 
The ſtock of beauty deſtin'd for the race: 

Kind nature, forming them, the pattern took 
From heav'ns firſt work, and Eve's original look. 

You, happy ſaint, the ſerpent's power controul : 
Scarce any actual guilt defiles your ſoul : : 
And hell does o'er that mind vain triumph boaſt, 
Which gains a heav'n, for earthly Eden loſt. 

With virtue ſtrong as yours had Ewe been arm'd ; 
In vain the fruit had bluſh'd, or ſerpent charm'd : 
Nor had our bliſs by penitence been bought ; 

Nor had frail Adam fall'n, nor Milton wrote. 


* — 


To my Lord BUCKHURST, very 
young, playing with a AT. 


THE am'rous youth, whoſe tender breaſt 
Was by his darling cat poſſeſt, 
Obtain'd of Venus his defire, 
Howe'er irregular his fire: 

Nature the pow'r of love obey'd : 

The cat became a bluſhing maid ; 

And, on the happy change, the boy 
Imploy'd his wonder and his joy. 
Take care, O beauteous child, take care, 
Leſt thou prefer fo raſh a pray'r: 
Nor vainly hope, the queen of love 
Will &er thy fav'rite's charms improve, 

O quickly from her ſhrine retreat; 

Or tremble for thy darling's fate. 1 8 
The queen of love, who ſoon will ſce 
Her own Adon:s live in thee, __ 

Will lightly her firſt loſs deplore; 

Will eafily forgive the boar : 

Fler eyes with tears no more will flow; 


With jealous rage her breaſt will glow : | 


And 
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And on her tabby rival's face, 
She deep will mark her new diſgrace. 
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15 


Wü 


An O P E. 


W Hue from ewe looks, fair Nymph, you gueſs 
'The ſecret paſſions of our mind ; 
My heavy eyes, you ſay, confeſs 
A heart to love and grief inclin'd. 


There ok alas! but little art, 


To have this fatal ſecret found : 
With the ſame eaſe you threw the dart, 
Tis certain you may ſhow the wound. 


How can I ſee you, and not love, 
While you as op'ning eaſt are fair ? 


While cold as northern blaſts you prove; 


How can [ love, and not deſpair ? 


The wretch in double fetters bound 
Your potent mercy may releaſe : 


| Soon, if my love but once were crown'd, 


Fair propheteſs, my grief would ceaſe. 
4 0 'N 6 


IE vain you tell your parting lover, 
You wiſh fair winds may waft him over. 


Alas! what winds can happy prove, 


That bear me far from what I love? 
Alas ! what dangers on the main 
Can equal thoſe that I ſuſtain, 


From lighted vows, and cold diſdain ? 


Be gentle and in pity chooſe 
To wiſh the wildeſt tempeſt looſe, 
That thrown again upon the coaſt, 
Where firſt my n heart was leſt, 
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I may once more repeat my pain; 
Once more in dying notes complain, 

Of ſlighted vows and cold diſdain. 


TY The deſpairing Shepherd, 


A Lexis ſhun'd his fellow-ſwains, 
M Their rural ſports, and jocund ftrains : 
Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's bow ! } 
He loſt his crook, he left his flocks ; 
And wandring thro' the lonely rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came 1 
His grief ſome pity, others blame; | 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek : F 

He mingled his concern with theirs ; 5 
He gave them back their friendly tears; 
| He ſigh'd, but would not ſpeak. 0 


Cborinda came among the reſt ; 5 | 
And ſhe too kind concern expreſt, 
And aſk'd the reafon of his woe ; 
She aſk'd, but withan air and mein 
That made it eaſily foreſeen, 
She fear'd too much to know. 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head ; 

And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
While I the cruel truth reveal? 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhou'd tear; 

Which never ſhou'd offend your ear, 

But that you bid me tell. 


Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear d upon the plain; 
Tou are the cauſe of all my care: 

Vour eyes ten thouſand dangers dart: 

Ten thouſand torments vex my heart: 
l love and I deſpaix. 


Too 
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Too much, Alexit, I have heard: 

Tis what I thought; tis what I fear'd : 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd ; 

But you ſhall promiſe ne'er again 

To breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain : 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


—_ 


To the Honourable 
Charles M lontague, Eſq; 


T- 

H Oger, *tis well, that while mankind 

Thro' fate's perverſe Mæander errs, 
He can imagin'd Pleaſures find, 

To combat againſt real =_ 
ws ancies EE notions he purſues, 

Which ne'er had being but in thought: 
Each, like the Græcian artiſt, woo's 

The i image he himſelf 102 wrought. 
Againſt experience he believes; 

He argues againſt demonſtration ; 
Pleas'd, when his reaſon he deccives ; 


And fers hs judgment by his paſſion. 


The hoary fool, who 8 | | 
Has ſtruggled with continu” 1 ſorrow, | 
Renews his hope, and blindly lays 
The deſp'rate bett upon to-morrow. 
V. 


To- morrow comes; tis noon, tis night, 
This day like all the former flies: 

Vet on he runs, to ſeek delight 
To-morrow, 'till to-night he dies. 
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N VI. 
Our hopes, like tow' ring falcons, aim 
At objects in an airy height: „ 
The little pleaſure of the game Sir 
Is from a-far to view _ — 7, 
I 
Our anxious pains we, all the day, 
In ſearch TR we like, employ : 
—_— at night the worthleſs prey, 
d the labour gave the joy. 
Wa. © 
At diſtance thro! an artful glaſs, 
To the mind's eye things well appear : 
loſe their forms, and make a maſs 
Confus'd and black, if 1 too near. 
IX 


If we ſee right, v we ſee our woes; 
Then what avails it to have eyes? 
F rom ignorance our comfort flows : 
The only wretched are the wiſe. 
We weary'd ſhould lye down in death : 3 
1 cheat of life would take no more ; 
"= thought fame but empty breath ; 
"Oy bar a * whore. 


| — 


HYMN w the SUN 


Set by Dr. PUR CELL 


And ſung before their Majeſties 
on New-Years-Day, 1694. 
I. 


L Teht of the world, and ruler of the year, 


And, 23 thou dab thy — r | 


Through every din late, 6 own, 
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That in fair Albion thou haſt ſeen, 
The greateſt prince, the brighteſt queen, 
That ever ſav'd a land, or bleſt a throne, 


Since firſt thy beams were ſpread, or genial pow'r was 
IT. | 


[known 
So may thy godhead be confeſt, 
So the returning year be bleſt, 
As its infant months beſtow 
Springing wreaths for William's brow ; 
As its ſummer's youth ſhall ſhed 
Eternal ſweets around Maria's head: 
From the bleſſings they beſtow, 
Our times are dated, and our Æra's move: 
They govern, and enlighten all below, 
1 thou doſt all above, 
| . 
Let our hero in the war 
Active and fierce, like thee, appear: 
Like thee, great ſon of Jove, like thee, 
when clad in riſing Majeſty, | 
Thou marcheſt down o'er Delos hills confeſt, 
With all thy arrows arm'd, in all thy glory dreſt. 
Like thee, the hero does his arms Te 
The raging Python to deſtroy, 
And give the 1 injur'd nations 2 80 and joy. 
IV. 


5 From faireſt years, and time's more happy * 
Gather all the ſmiling hours; 
Such as with friendly care have guarded 
Patriots and kings in rightful wars; 
Such as with conqueſt have rewarded 
Triumphant victors happy cares; 
Sucha Story has recorded 
Sacred to Naſſau's long renown, 
N For countries lav d, and battles won. 
4 * 
Alarch then again in fair array, 
And bid them form the happy day, 
The happy day defign'd to wait 
On William's m and E wy" s fate, 
C 
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Let the happy day be crown'd 
With great event, and fair ſucceſs; 


No brighter in the year be found, Bs 
But that which brings the Victor home in peace. 
VI. 

Again thy godhead we implore, 4 

Great in Wiſdom as in power. ( 
Again, for good Maria's ſake, and ours, $3 
| Chuſeout other ſmiling hours, W 7 
Such as with joyous wings have fled, H 
When happy counſels were adviſing: A 
Such as have lucky omens ſhed 4B 
O'er forming laws, and empires + ; ET 
Such as many courſes ran, Se: 
Hand in hand a goodly train, | 1 So 
To bleſs the great Eliſas reign ; 1 W 
And in the typic glory ſhow, 1 
What fuller bliis Maria ſhall beſtow, IA 
VII. | 

As the ſolemn hours advance, | Ilm 
Mingled ſend into the dance BY 
Many fraught with all the Treaſures, OT Ar 
Which thy eaſtern travel views; | Sti 
Many wing'd with all the pleaſures, Sh 
Man can aſk, or heav'n diffuſe: * 
That great Maria all thoſe joys may know, Az 
Which, from her cares upon her ſubjects flow. 1 
VIII. * 
For thy own glory ſing our ſov'raign's praiſe | W 
0d of verſes and of days: 5 
Let all thy tuneful ſons a . | T1 
Il heir laſting work with William's name; | | Ax 
Let choſen muſes yet unborn _ e 
Take great Maria for their future theam : 0 
Eternal ſtructures let them raiſe, | Ih 
On Milliam's and Maria's praiſe : | Ne 
Nor want new ſubject for the ſong: : 
Nor fear they can exhauſt the itore, De 
Till nature's muſick lies unſtrung; 1w 
Till thou, great God, ſhalt loſe thy double pow” ys 6 Th 


And touch tay lyre, and ſhoot thy beams no more. 


The 


4 
& 


| 
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The L A D Y”s. Looking-Glaſs. 


lia and I the other day 

Walk'd o'er the ſand- hills to the ſea : : 
The ſetting ſun adorn'd the coaſt, 
His beams entire, his fierceneſs Joſt : 
And, on the ſurface of the deep, 


| The winds lay only not aſleep: 


The nymph did like the ſcene appear, 


Serenely pleaſant, calmly fair: 

Soft fell her words, as flew the air. 
With ſecret joy I heard her ſay, 
That ſhe wou'd never miſs one day 


A walk ſo fine, a fight ſo gay. 


But, oh the change ! the — grow high; 


Impending tempeſts charge the ys 3 


The light'ning flies, the thunder roars ; 


{ And big waves laſh the frighten'd ſhoars. 


Struck with the horror of the ſight, 


She turns her head, and wings her flight ; 
And trembling vows, ſhe'll ne'er again 


Approach the ſhore, or view the main. 
Once more at leaſt look back, ſaid I; 
Thy ſelf in that large glaſs deſcry : 


When thou art in good humour dreſt; 


When gentle reaſon rules thy breaſt ; 


The ſun upon the calmeſt {ea 


| Appears not half ſo bright as thee : 
Tis then, that with delight I rove 
| Upon the boundleſs depth of love: 


[ bleſs my chain; I hand my oar ; 


[Nev thi os ot 3 fuk on tone. 


But when vain doubt and groundleſs fear 


Do that dear fooliſh boſom tear; 


When the big lip and wat'ry eye 
Tell me, the omg ſtorm is nigh : 
C2 
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Tis then thou art yon' angry main, 
Deform'd by winds, and daſh'd by rain; 


And the poor failor, that muſt try 


It's fury, labours leſs than I. 

Shipwreck'd, in vain to land 1 make ; ; 
While love and fate ſtill drive me back; 
Forc' d te dote on thee thy own way, 

I chide thee firſt, and then obey. 

retched when from thee, vex'd, when nigh, 

with thee, or without thee, die. | 


eee 


— wt 


Love and FRIENDSHIP: 
mY. : 
PASTORAL. 

By Mrs. Elizabeth Singer. 


:  AMARYLULIIS. 
WIe from the ſkies the ruddy ſun deſcends; 
And riſing night the ev'ning ſhade extends : 

While pearly — o'er{pread the fruitful field; 

And cloſing flowers reviving odours yield: 

Let us, beneath theſe younnny trees, recite 

What from our hearts our muſes may indite. 

Nor need we, in this cloſe retirement, fear, 

Lal any ſwain our am'rous ſecrets hear. 

SILVIA. 

To ev ry ſhepherd I would mine proclaim ; 
Since fair Aminta is my ſofteſt theme : 

A ftranger to the looſe delights of love, 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendſhip prove: 
And, while its 5353 

Chaſte goddeſs of the groves, uccour brin 
. 4 1 R TL IL TS. 15 
Propitious god of love, my breaſt inſpire 
Wich 0 charms, with all thy Pleafing fire 


Pro- 
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| Propitious god of love, thy ſuccour bring ; 
Whilſt I thy darling, thy Alexis ſing. 


. 
4 


L 


Nor to the ecchoing groves, and whiſp'ring fpring, 


. 
9 
i 
= 
: 
| 


Pro- 


In ev'ry breaſt the beauteous nymph inſpires: 
And on the plain when ſhe no more appears; 
The plain a dark and gloomy proſpect wears. 
In vain the ftreams roll on, the eaſtern breeze 


+ Alexis, as ite op'ning bloſſoms fair, 
Lovely as light, and oft as yielding air. 


For him each virgin ſighs ; and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 


In ſweeter ſtrains does artful Conor ſing; 
When loud applauſes fill the crowded groves ; 
And Phabus the ſuperior ſong approves. 
S 14 F 4 £4. 

Beauteous Aminta is as early light, 
Breaking the melancholy ſhades of night 
When ſhe 1s near, all anxious trouble flies ; 
And our reviving hearts confeſs her eyes. 
Young love, and blooming joy, and gay defires, 


Dances in vain among the trembling trees. 
In vain the birds begin their ev'ning ſong; 
And to the filent night their notes prolong : 


Nor groves, nor cryſtal ftreams, nor verdant field 


} Does wonted pleaſures in her abſence yield. 


AFI. 
And i in his abſence, all the penſive day, 
In ſome obſcure retreat I lonely ſtray ; 
All day to the repeating caves complain, 
In mournful accents, and a dying ſtrain. 
Dear lovely youth, I cry to all around : 
Dear lovely youth, the flattering vales reſound. 
OD OY OP OY 
On flow'ry banks, by ev'ry murm' ring ſtream, 
Aminta is my muſe's ſofteſt theme : 
"Tis ſhe that does my artful notes refine : 
With fair Aminta's name my nobleſt verſe ſhall ſhine. 
FF 
I'n twine freſn gar lands for Alexis ' brows, LS | 
And conſecrate to Bene vows: _ The 
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The charming youth ſhall my polls prove: 
He ſhall adorn my ſongs, and tune my voice to love. 


2 — — 


To the Author of the foregoing 
PASTORAL. 


BY Silvia, if thy charming ſelf be meant; 
If friendſhip be thy virgin vows extent ; 

O! let mein Aminta's praiſes join: 

Her's my eſteem ſhall be, my paſſion thine. 

When for thy head the garland Ip 

A ſecond wreath ſhall bind Aminta's hair : 

And when my choiceſt ſongs thy worth proclaim 

Alternate verſe ſhall bleſs Aminta's name: 

My heart ſhall own the juſtice of her cauſe ; 

And love himſelf ſubmit to friendſhip's laws. 
But, if beneath thy numbers ſoft di _ 

Some favour'd ſwain, ſome true Alexis lyes ; 

I Anaryllis breaths thy ſecret pains; 
And thy fond heart beats meaſure to thy ſtrains: 

May ſt Ana howe'er I grieve, for ever find 
The flame propitious, and the lover kind: 

May Yenus long exert her happy pow'r, 


—_— 


And make Soc beauty, like thy verſe endure; | 


May ev” his friendly aid atlord ; | 

Pan y flock, and Ceres bleſs thy board. 
But, if by 9 the ſeries of thy j 

Permit one thought leſs chearful to „ 


Piteous transfer it to the mournful ſwain, N 


Who loving much, who not belov'd again, 
Feels an ill fated paſſion's laſt exceſs ; 


And — chat thou oy live 1 in peace. 


2 


0 
k 
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To 1 Y: 


She refuſing t to continae a Di pute with me, and levis 
me in the Argument. 


a 0©D EE 


Pare, gen rous ; vidor, ſpare the ſlave, 
| Whodid unequal war puriue; 
That more than triumph he might have, 
| In being overcome by * 
In che diſpute whate er 1 ſaid, i 
My heart was by my tongue bely d; 
And in my looks you might have read, 
| How much I argu'd _— fide. 
[ 
You, far from danger as from fear, 
Might have ſuſtain'd an open fight : 
For ſeldom your opinions err; 
Lour eyes are * in the right. 
| IV. 
| Why, fair-one, wou'd you not rel 
On reaſon's force with beauty's join'd 
Cou'd I their prevalence deny, 
| I muſt at once be deaf and blind. 
Z = 
1 Alas ! not hoping to ſubdue, 
; I only to the fight aſpir'd : 
To keep the beauteous foe in View 
Was all the glory I —_— 


But ſhe, howe'er of vi&'ry fure, 


Conterans the wreath too long delayygd ; 
1 5 C 4 And 
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And arm'd with more immediate pow' r, i 

Calls cruel ſilence to her aid. | 
1 

Deeper to wound, ſhe ſhuns the fight; ; 

She drops her arms, to gain the field: | 

| Secures her conqueſt by her flight; | 

And triumphs, when ſhe ſeems to yield. ; | 

"-. VL. | 

Jo when the Parthian turn'd his ſteed, | n 

And from the hoſtile camp withdrew ; 1 

With cruel {kill the backward reed | 

He ſent; and as he fled, he flew, 


-.4 


Seeing the DUKE of ORMOND*s 
Picture at Sir Godfrey Kneller's. 


n 


Ut from the injur'd canvas, Kneller, ſtrike 
Theſe lines too faint ; the picture is not like: 
Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again: 
Dreadful in arms, on Lander's glorious plain 
Place Ormond's Duke ; impendent in the air 
Loet his keen ſabre, comet-like, appear, 
Where-e'er it 2 denouncing death: below 3 
Draw routed {quadrons, and the num'rous foe A : | 
Falling 5 or flying from his blow. iN 
Till weak with wounds, and cover'd o'er with blood,” | | 
Which from the patriot's breaſt in torrents flow'd, 1 
He faints; his ſteed no longer hears the rein; 
But ſtumbles o'er the heap, his hand had lain. 
And now exhauſted, bleeding, pale he lyes ; 
Lovely, fad object! in his half clos'd eyes 
Stern vengeance yet, and hoſtile terror ſtand : 
His front yet threatens, and his frowns command: 
The Gallic chiefs their troops around him call ; 
Fear to approach him, tho' they ſee him fall. 


I HI OUDy „n oe aades i. 


a 
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O Keller, cou'd thy ſhades and lights expreſs 
The perfect Hero in that glorious dreſs ; 
Ages to come might Ormond's picture know 3 
And palms for thee beneath his laurels grow : 


In ſpite of time thy work might ever ſhine ; 


Nor Homer”s colours laſt ſo 28 as thine. 


15 


CELIA to DAMON. 
Atquei in amore mala hæc proprio, 8 ſecunds 


Invenuuntur. . . .. Lucret. Lib. IV 


Hat can I ſay, what arguments can | prove. 


My truth, what colours can deſcribe my love; 
IF its exceſs and fury be not known | 


In what thy Celia has already done? 
Thy infant flames, whilſt yet they were conceal'd 


In tim'rous doubts, with pity I beheld; 


With eaſy ſmiles diſpell'd the ſilent fear, 
That durſt not tell me, what I dy'd to hear: 


In vain I trove to check my 2 flame, 
Or ſhelter Paſſion under friendſhip's name: 


You ſaw my heart, how it my tongue bely'd ; 


And when you preſs'd, how faintly I deny'de—— 

E'er, guardian thought cou'd bring it's icatter'd aid; 

Fer, reaſon eou'd ſupport the doubting maid ; 

My toul ſurpriz'd, and from her {elf disjoin'd, 

Left all reſerve, and all the ſex behind : 

From your command her motions ſhe receiv'd ; 

And not for me, but you, ſhe breath'd and lud. 
But ever bleſt be Cytherta's ſhrine ; 

And fires eternal on her altars ſhine; 

Since thy dear breaſt has felt an equal wound; 

Since in thy kindneſs my deſires are crown'd. 


By thy — look, and thought, and care tis ſhown, 
' 'Thy joysare center'd all in me alonc ; 


5. Ad 
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And ſure I am, thou wou'dſt not change this hour 
For all the white ones, fate has in its pow'r. em 
Vet thus belov'd, thus loving to exceſs, | 
Yet thus receiving and returning bliſs, 
In this great moment, in this golden Nav; 
When ev'ry trace of what, or when, or how 
Shou'd from my ſoul by raging love be torn, 
And far on ſwelling ſeas of rapture born; 
A melancholy tear afflits my eye; 
And my heart labours with a ſudden figh : 
Invading fears repel my coward joy, 
And ills foreſeen the preſent bliſs deſtroy. 
Poor as it is, this beauty was the cauſe, 
That with firſt ſighs your panting boſom roſe . 
But with no owner beauty long will fay, 
Upon the wings of time born ſwift away : 
Paſs but ſome fleeting years, and theſe poor eyes, 
| (Where now without a boaſt ſome luſtre lyes), 
No longer ſhall their little honours keep ; 
Shall only be of uſe to read, or weep: 
And on this forehead, where your verſe has ſaid, 
The Loves delighted, and the Graces play d; 
_ Inſulting age will trace his cruel way, 
And leave {ad marks of his deſtructive ſway. 


 Mov'd by my charms, with them your love may ceaſe, 
decreaſe : 4 | 


And as the fuel finks, the -_ 
Or angry heav'n may quicker darts prepare; 
Aud ekneſs ſtrike . time a aer ſpare. 
Then will my ſwain his glowing vows renew; 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine beat true; 
When my own face deters me from my glaſs ; 
And Kneller only ſhows what Celia was ? 
Fantaſtick Fame may ſound her wild alarms : 
Your country, as you think, may want your arms. 
| You may neglect, or quench, or hate the flame, 
| Whoſe ſmoke too long obſcur'd your rifing name: 
And quickly cold indif rence will enſue ; 5 
When you love's joys thro* honour's optic view. 
Then Celia's loudeſt pray'r will prove too weak, 
TD this abandon' d breaſt to bring you back; 


When 


5 Sighs to my breaſt, and ſorrow to my eyes. 
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When my loſt lover the tall ſhip aſcends, | 
With muſick gay, and wet with jovial friends : | 
The tender accents of a woman's cry 
Will paſs unheard, will unregarded die; | — 
When the rough ſeaman's louder ſhouts prevall ; 7 
When fair occaſion ſhows the ſpringing gale; 
And _— guides the helm, and honour ſwells the 
al 

Some wretched lines from this neglected hand, # 
May find my hero on the foreign ſtrand, > 
Warm with new fires, and pleas'd with new command : 
While ſhe who wrote 'em, of all joy bereft, 
To the rude cenſure of the world is let ; 
Her mangl'd fame in barb'rous paſtime loſt, 
The coxcomb's novel, and the drunkard's toaſt. 
But nearer care (O pardon it) ſupplies 


Love, love himſelf (the only friend 1 have, 
May ſcorn his triumph, having bound his ſlave: 
That tyrant god, that reſtleſs conqueror 

\ May quit his pleaſure, to aſſert his pow'r ; 

{ Forſake the provinces that bleſs his ſway, 

- To vanquiſh thoſe which will not yet obey. 
Another nymph with fatal pow'r may riſe, 
To damp the ſinking beams of Celia's eyes; 

With haughty pride may hear her charms confeſt; 
And ſcorn the ardent vows that I have bleſt: 
| You ev'ry night may ſigh for her in vain ; 
And riſe each morning to ſome freſh diſdain : 
While Celia's ſofteſt look may ceaſe to charm; 
And her embraces want the pow'r to warm 
While theſe fond arms, thus circling you may prove 
More heavy chains, than thoſe of hopleſs love. 
Juſt gods! all other things their like produce : 
The vine ariſes from her mother's juice: 
When feeble plants, or tender flowers decay * 
They to their ſeed their images convey : 
Where the old myrtle her good influence ſheds ; 
| Sprigs of like leaf erect their filial * 
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And when the parent roſe decays, and dyes ; 


With a reſembling face the daughter · buds ariſe. 


That product only which our paſſions bear, 


Eludes the planter's miſerable care: 
While blooming love aſſures us golden fruit; £ 


Some inborn poiſon taints the ſecret root : 


Soon fall the flow'rs of joy; ſoon ſeeds of hatred ſhoot. 
Say, Shepherd, ſay, are theſe refſections true? 7 | 


Or was it but the woman's fear that drew 
This cruel ſcene, unjuſt to love and you? 
Will you be only, and for eyer mine ? 

Shall neither time, nor age our ſouls disjoin? 
From this dear boſom ſhall I ne'er be torn ? 


Or you grow cold, reſpectful, and forſworn? 


And can you not for her you love do more, 
Than any youth, for any nymph before? 


Aa 0 D 


| Preſented tothe KING, | 
On His Majeſty's Arrival in Holland, after the 
QUEEN's * 1695 


Dis defederio fit pudar aut modus 
Tam cari capitis? præci pe lugubres 
Cantus, Melpomene. 


_ 
AT Mary s tomb, (fad, bnd hes 5 
The virtues ſhall their vigils keep; 
And every muſe and ev'ry grace, 
In ſolemn ſtate ſhall ever weep. 
II. 


nm. IO "IE 


The future, pious, mournful fair, 


Oft as the rolling years return, 
With fragrant wreaths, and flowing Hir, 
Shall 1 viſit her * urn. 


Ft 
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III. 
For her the wiſe and great ſhall mourn ; 
When late records her deeds repeat ; 
Ages to come, and menunborn 
Shall bleſs her name, and ſigh her fate. 
| IV 


Pair Albion ſhall, with faithful truſt, 
| Her holy queen's fad reliques guard; 
Till heav'n awakes the precious duſt, 
And gives the ſaint her full reward. 
V. 
But let the King diſmiſs his woes, 
Reflecting on his fair renown; 
And take the cypreſs from his brows, 
[---. put his wonted laurels on. 
 - 
If preſt by ef our Monarch ſtoops ; 
In vain the Britiſb lions roar : 
If he, whoſe hand ſuſtain'd them, a * 
| The Be/gic darts will wound no more. 
* VII. 
* Embatt!'d princes wait the chief, 
W hoſe voice ſhould rule, whoſe arm n ſhould lead 
And, in kind murmurs, chide that grief, | 
Which hinders Europe being = ap 
| VIII. 
The great example they demand, 
Who ſtill to conqueſt led the way; 
| Wiſhing him preſent to command, 
As they ſtand ready to _ 


WARES ons 


They ſeek that joy which = to glow, 

Expanded on the hero's face ; 
When the thick ſquadrons preſt the foe, 
And OI OY A IN OS. 


To give the mourning 3 4 joy, 
Reſtore them thy auſpicious light, 
Great ſun : with radiant beams 


Thoſe clouds, which keep thee from our fight, 
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4 8 
Let thy ſublime meridian courſe 


For Mary's ſetting rays attone: 
Our luſtre, with redoubl'd force, 
Muſt now proceed from thee alone 
= XII. 
See, pious king, with different ſtrife 
Thy ſtruggling Albion's boſom torn: 
So much ſhe fears for William's life, | 
That Mary's fate ſhe dare not mourn. 
| X III. 
Her beauty, in thy ſofter half 
Bury d and loſt, ſhe ought to grieve : 
But let her ſtrength in thee be ſafe: 
And let her weep, but let her live. 
_ 1 KY. 
"hou, guardian angel, ſave the land 
3 _ own — her fierceſt foe; 
Leſt Britain, reſcu'd by thy hand, 
Should bend and fink beneath thy woe. 
On A a 
Her former triumphs all are vain, 
Unleſs new trophies ſtill be ſought ; 
And hoary majeſty ſuftain | 
The battles, which thy youth has fought. 
XVI e 
Where now is all that fearful love, 
Which made her hate the war's alarms ? 
That ſoft exceſs, with which ſhe ſtrove 
To keep her hero in her arms ? 
"FI. 
While till ſhe chid the coming ſpring, 
Which call'd him o'er his ſubjects ſeas : 
While, for the ſafety of the king, 
She wiſh'd the victor's glory lefs. 
r 
"Tis chang'd, tis gone: ſad Britain now 
HFaſtens her lord to foreign wars: 
Happy, if toils may break his woe; 
Or danger may divert his cares, 


.- 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


XIX. 
In and din ſhe drowns her fighs, 
Leſt he the rifing grief ſhould hear : 
She pulls her helmet o'er her eyes, 
Leſt he ſhould ſee the falling tear. 
XX. | 
Go, mighty prince, let France be taught, 
How conſtant minds by grief are try'd ; 
How great the land, that wept and fought 
When William led, and Mary dy'd. 
XXI. 
Fierce in the battle make it known, 
+ "Where death with all his darts is ſeen, 
That he can touch thy heart with none, 
But that, which ſtruck the beauteous queen. 
„„ 
Belgia indulg d her open grief, 
While yet her maſter was not near; 
With ſullen pride refus'd relief, 
And fat obdurate in deſpair. 
WS. II ; 
As waters from her ſluices flow'd 
Unbounded ſorrow from her eyes: 
To earth her bended front ſhe bow'd, 
And ſent _— to the ſkies. 
XXIV. 
But when her anxious Lord return'd, 
Rais'd is her head ;. her eyes are dry'd : 
She ſmiles, as William ne'er had mourn'd : 
She looks, as Mary ne' er had dy d. 
5 XXV. 
That freedom, which all ſorrows claim, 
| She does for thy content reſign: 
Her piety itſelf would blame, 
If her — ſhould weaken thine. 
„ 
To cure thy woe, the ſhews thy fame; 
Left the great mourner ſhould forget, 
That all the race, whence Orange . 
Made virtue triumph over fate. 
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Maurice and Henry guard that right, 
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XXVII. | » 


William his country's cauſe could fight, 
And with his blood her freedom ſeal: 


For which their pious parents fell. 
XXVIII. 


5 How heroes riſe, how patriots ſet, 


Thy father's bloom and death may tell: 


l others theſe were great: 


Thou, greater ſtill, muſt theſe excell. 
+ 4+ ++ EC 


The laſt fair inſtance thou muſt give, 


Whence Naſſau's virtue can be try'd ; | 


And ſhew the world, that thou as live 


Intrepid, as thy conſort dy'd. 
XXX. 
Thy virtue, whoſe reſiſtleſs force 
No dire event could ever ſtay, 
Muſt carry on it's deſtin'd courſe, _ | 
Tho' death and envy ſtop the way. | 
XXXI. 


For Britain's fake, for Belgia 85 live, - | | | 


Pierc'd by their grief, forget thy own : 
New toils endure; new conqueſts give: 
And bring them eaſe, tho' thou haſt none. 
AXAXH. | 
Vanquiſh again ; ; tho' ſhe be gone, 
Whoſe garland crown'd the victor's love: 


| And reign ; the the has left the throne, | 


Who made thy glory worth 1 care. 
XXXIII. | 


a Fair Britain never yet before, 


Breath'd to her king an uſeleſs pray r: 


: Fond Belgia never did implore, 


While William turn'd averſe his ear. 
+ * „ 


But a wemning hero now 1 


Relentleſs to their wiſhes prove; 


| Should he recall, with pleaſing woe, 5 


The — his griefan love; 


. —— 
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XXXV. 
Her face with thouſand beauties bleſt, 
43 Her mind with thouſand virtues ſtor'd, 
Her pow'r with boundleſs joy confeſt, 
Her perſon only not ador'd : 
XXXVI. 
. Yet ought his ſorrow to be checkt; 
Yet ought his paſſions to abate : 
If the great mourner would reflect, 
Her glory in her death compleat. 
XXXVII. 
She was inſtructed to command, 
SGreat king, by long obeying thee: 
| Her ſceptre, guided by thy hand, 
Preſerv'd the iſles, 255 rurd the ſea. 
XXXVIII. 
But, oh! 'twas little, that her life 
 OrFer earth and water bears thy fame: 
In death, 'twas worthy William's wife, 
4 Amidit the ſtars to fix his name. 
| XXXIX. 
3 where matter moves, or place 
| Receives it's forms, thy virtues rowl : 
From Mary's glory, angels trace 
I) be beauty of her partner's ſoul. 
XL. 
Wiſe fate, which does it's heav'n 1 | 
To heroes, when they yield their breath, 
Haſtens thy triumph ; half of thee | 
Is deify'd before thy death. 
XLI. 
Alone to thy renown tis giv'n, 
Unbounded thro? all worlds to go: 
While ſhe great faint rejoices heav'n ;. 
And mw 2 ſt the orb below. 
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IN 
Imitation of A NAC RE ON 


I Et'em cenſure, what care] ? 
The herd of criticks I dehe. 
Let the wretches know I write, 
Regardleſs of their grace, or ſpight. 
No, no: the fair, the gay, the young 
Govern the numbers of my ſong : 
All that they approve is ſweet : 
And all is ſenſe that they repeat. 
Bid the warbling nine retire ; 
 Penus, ſtring thy ſervant's lyre : 
Love ſhall be my endleſs theme : 
Pleaſure ſhall triumph o'er fame : 


A ODE. 
THe merchant, to ſecure his treaſure, 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name : 
Euphelia ſerves to grace my meaſure ; 
But Chhe is my real flame. 
V | 
My ſofteſt verſe, my darling lyre, 
Upon Euphelia's toylet lay ; 
When Chloe noted her defire, 
That 1 ſhould fing, that I ſhould play. 


My 
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6 | III. 
| My lyre tune, my voice I raiſe; 
But with my numbers mix my ſighs : 
And whilſt I ſing Euphelia's praiſe, 
I fix my ſoul on Chloe's eyes. 
_ | 8 
Fair Chloe bluſh'd : Euphelia frown'd ; | 
I ſung and gaz d: I play'd and trembl'd: 
And Venus to the Loves around 
Remark'd, how ill we all difſembl'd. 


ODE 
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RT "ES 


O D E, 


Sur la Priſe de NAMUR 


Par les ARMEs du Ror, 
he Annee 1692. 


Par Monſieur Boileau — 


I. 


elle docte & ſainte yvreſſe 
Aujourd huy me fait la loy? 


Cbaſtes nympbes du Permeſſe, 
Meſt. ce pas vous que je voy? 


Accourez, troupe ſpavante ; 


Des ſons que ma hre enfante 3 


Ces arbres ſont rejouis: 


Marquez-en bein la cadence : 


Et wous, vents, faites filence : 


Je vais parler de Louis. 


II. 


| Dans ſes chanſons immortelles, 


Comme un aigle audacieux, 
Pindare etendant ſes aiſles, 
Fuit loin des ulgaires yeux. 
Mais, 6 ma fidele hre, 

Si, dans Pardeur qui m inſpire, 
Tu peux ſuture mes tranſports ; 
Les cbeſnes de monts de Thrace 


 Nont rien oui, que n'efface 
La douceur de tes accords, 


|! i | 
Eft-ce Apollon & Neptune 


Lui ſur ces racs ſorcilleux, 
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— 


An Exe BALLAD, 
t On the taking of NA MU R 


By the Kine of GREAT BRITAIx, 


0. 
Dulce ft deſipere in loco. 
= 


G Ome folks are FRY yer do not know it: 
So might not Bacchus 1 youlaw? 
Was it a — O lofty poet 
| Or virgin of St. nag you ſaw ? 
5 Why all this fury? what's the matter, 
| That oaks muſt come from Thrace to dance? 
| Muſt ſtupid ſtocks be taught to flatter ? 
And is there no ſuch wood in France? 
Why muſt the winds all hold their tongue ? 
If they a little breath ſhould raiſe ; 
Would that have ſpoil'd the poet's ſong ; ; 
Dr puff'd away old Rue ? 
I 
Pindar, that eagle, mounts the ſkies ; 
| While virtue leads the noble way : 
I Too like a vultur Boileau flies, 
Where ſordid int'reſt ſhows the prey. 
When once the poet's honour ceaſes, 
From reaſon far his tranſports rove: 
And Boileau, for eight hundred pieces, 
1 Makes Loui, _— wall of Fove. 
Neptune and Sol came from above, 
Shap'd like 1 and Vauban, 
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Ont, compagnons de fortune, 
Biati ces murs orgueilleux ? 
De leur enceinte fameuſe 
La Sambre unie a la Meuſe, 
Deffend le fatal abord ; 
Et par cent bouches horribles 
L'airain ſur ces monts terrible. 
Vomit le fer, & la mort, 
„ . 
Dix mille vaillans Alcides 
Les bordant de toutes parts, 
D'eclairs, aut loin homicides, 
Font petiller leurs remparts : 
Et dans fon ſein infidele 
Par tout la terre y recele 
U feu pret a Stlancer, 
| Nui ſoudain pergant fon goufre, 
Ouvre un ſepulchre de ſoufre 


A quiconque aſe avancer. 


| V. | 
Namur, devant tes murailles 
Jadis la Grece eut vingt ans, 
Sans fruit veu les funerailles 
De ſes plus fiers combattans. 
Quelle effroyable puiſſance 
Aujourd- buy pourtant 5 awance 
Prete à fondroyer tes monts ? 
Auel bruit, quel feu Penviranne ® 
C' Jupiter en perſonne; 
Ou O/t lewaingueur de Mons. 


3 VI. 

N'en deute point, c' eſt luy mi me. 

Tout brille en luy; tout eff roy. 
Dans Bruxelles Naſſau bleme 

Commence a trembler pour toy. 

En vain il voit le Batave, 

Delor mais docile eſclave, 

Range ous (es ttendars : 


En 
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They arm'd theſe rocks; then ſhow'd old Fove 
Of Marli wood, the wondrous plan. 
Such walls, theſe three wiſe gods 
By human force cou'd ne'er be ſhaken : 
But you and I in Homer read 
Of gods, as well as men, miſtaken. 
Sambre and Maeſe their waves may joyn; 
But ne'er can William's force reſtrain : | -: 
He'll paſs them both, who paſs'd the Boyne : 1 
| Remember this, and arm the Sein. | 4 
 þ Ap | 
Full fifteen thouſand luſty fellows | 
With fire and ſword the fort maintain : 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us ; 
Yet out they march'd like common men. 
Cannons above, and mines below | 
Did death and tombs for foes contrive : 
Vet matters have been order'd (ſo, 
That moſt of us are ſtill alive. 
V. | 
If Kms com to Troy; 
Then Britain's boys excell'd the Greeks : 
Their ſeige did ten long years employ : 
We've done our bus neſs in ten weeks. 
What godhead does ſo faſt advance, 
With dreadful pow'r thoſe hills to gain ; 
'Tis little Will, the ſcourge of France; 
Do godhead, but the firſt of men. 
His mortal arm exerts the pow'r, 
To ev'n Mons victor under: 
And that ſame Jupiter no more 
Shall fright che world with 1 n thunder. 
VI. 
Our king thus trembles at Namur, 
Whili Villeroy, who ne'er afraid i is, 
To 33 marches on ſecure, 
5 To bomb the monks, and ſcare the ladies. 
After this glorious expedition 
One battle makes the Marſhal great; 
He muſt perform the king's commiſſion ; | 
Who F 


. - * 
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En wain au lion Belgique 
11 wait Paigle Germanique 
Uni ſous les leopards. 


VII. 


Plein de la frayeur nouvelle, 
Dant ſes jens ſont agites, 

A fon ſecours il appelle 

Les peuples le plus wantex. 
Ceux-la wiennent du rivage, 
Oz Senorgueillit le Tage 

De Por, qui roule en ſes eaux ; 
Ceux-ci des champs, ou la neige 


Des marais de la Norvege 


Neuf mois couvre les roſeaux. 


VIII. 


Mais qui fait enfler la Sambre? 


Sous les Jumeaux effrayez, 


Des froids torrens de Decembre 


Les champs par tout ſont noyez. 
Ceres S uit eploree, | 

De voir en proye a Boree 
Ses guerets epics chargez, 
Et fous les urnes fangeuſes 
Des Hyades orageu/es 

Taus ſes treſors ſubmergtz, 


. 


Diployex toutes vos rages, 


Princes, vents, peuples, frimats ; 


 Ramaſſtz tous vos nuages ; 


Raſſemblex tous wos ſoldats. 


Malgre vous Namur en poudre 


S'en va tomber ſous la foudre 
Jui domta Lille, Courtray, 
Gand la ſuperbe eſpagnole, 
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Kings are allow'd to feign the gout, 

Or be prevail'd with not to fight: 
And mighty Louis hop'd, no doubt, 


That William wou'd preſerve that right. 
VII. 


From Seyn and Loyre, to Rhone and Po, 


Sec ev'ry mother's ſon appear: 
In ſuch a cafe ne'er blame a foe 
If he betrays ſome little fear : 
He comes, the mighty Yi/Proy comes; 
Finds a ſmall river in his way : 
So waves his colours, beats his drums; 
And thinks it prudent there to ſtay. 
The Gallic troops breath blood and war: 
The marſhal cares not to march faſter ; 
Poor F:ilProy moves ſo flowly here, 
Me fancy d all, it was his maſter. 
ST 
Will no kind flood, no friendly rain, 
Diſguiſe the marſhal's plain diſgrace ? 


No torrents {well the low Mehayne ? 


The world will ſay, he durſt not paſs, 


Why will no Hyages appear, 


Dear poet, on the banks of Sambre , 


. Juſt as they did that mighty year, 


When you turn'd June into December, 


The watcr-N /;mphs are too unkind 


To YilÞroy ; are the land-nymphs ſo? 
And fly they all, at once combin'd 
To ſhame a general, mw a 8 ? 


Truth, juſtice, ſenſe, wi on fame 
May j joyn to finiſh William's ſtory ; 

Nations ſet free may bleſs his name ; 
And France in 2 ecret own his glory. 


But Ipres, Maſtricht and Cambray, 


Beſangon, Ghent, St. Omer, Li/e, 


Courtray and Dole—ye criticks, tay, 


How poor to this was uy 0 5 ſtyle ? 
With eke's and als tack thy ſtrain, 
Great bare ; and ſing we chleis prince, 


5 * 1 _ ' 
hp: 4 - > * - * — 2 
2 * .. #£ _—_ . - 7. = — * 
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Saint Omer, Bezan gon, Dole, | | | 
Ypres, Maſtricht, & Cambray. | 
X | | 2 


Mes preſages $ accompliſſent : 1 
Il commence a chanceler : | 
Sous les coups qui retentiſſent 
Ses murs ven vont Secrouler. 5 
Mars en feu, qu: les domine, . | 
Soufle a grand bruit leur ruine ; . | 
Et les Bombes dans les airs 
 Mllant chercher le tonnere, 
Semblent tombant fur la Terre, 507” 
Jouloir S ouvrir les Enfers. TRE. 
„ XI. 
Accourex, Naſſau, Baviere, 
De ces murs P unique eſpoir : | 
A couvert d'une riviere | 
Venez : Vous poudex tout voir. 4 R 
 Confiderex ces approches: - 
Voyex grimper ſur ces roches f 1 
Ces Athletes belliqueux ; | | 
Et dans les eaux, dans la flame, BD! 
Q 
s 


Louis à tout donnant Þ ame, 
Marcher, courir avecque eux. 
| XII. 
Conte mplex dans la tempeſte, 
Dui fort de ces boulewars, | 
La plume qui ſur ſa teſte 5 | Be 
Attire tous les regards. 
A cet aſtre redoutable | | | 
Totyours un fort favorable ö 
S' attache dans les combats : 1 | 
Et toujours avec la glowre | | 3 
Mars amenant la victoire 7 
V-; le, & le ſuit à grands pas. | 0 
. XIII. 8 B 
Grands defenſeurs de PEſpagne, if 
 Montrez-wous : il oft temps: | j 
Courage; vers la Mehagne 5 
Voilà vos drapeaux flottans. [Te 


Famais > ; 
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| Who loſt Namur the ſame campaign, ; 
| He bought D:xmude, and plunder'd Dejn/e. | 1 
X. 


I'll hold ten pound, my dream is out: p 
I'd tell it you, but for the rattle F 
Of thoſe confounded drums: no doubt | 
Von' bloody rogues intend a battle. þ 
Dear me ! a hundred thouſand French, | 
With terror fill the neighb'ring field ; | 
While Villiam carries on the trench, | 4 
Till both the town and caſtle yield. ; 
VilProy to Bouffers ſhould advance, 
Says Mars, thro' cannons mouths in fire; 
As eſt, one mareſcha! of France 
L Tells rother, he can come no nigher. 
| "+ 
| Regain the lines the ſhorteſt way, _ 
: Filfray ; or to Verſailles take poſt : 
For, having ſeen it, thou can'ſt ſa 
||. The ſteps, by which Namur was loſt. 
| The ſmoke and flame may vex thy ſight : 
Lock not once back: but, as thou goeſt, 
Quicken the ſquadrons in theie flight ; 
And bid the d- take the ſloweſt. 
Think not what reaſon to produce, 
From Louis to conceal thy fear: 
Hle'll own the ſtrength of thy excuſe; 
| Tell him that Villiam was but there. 
| | | XII. 


g 1 
4 3 : * 


Now let us look for Loui feather, 
That us'd to ſhine ſo like a ſtar : 
The gen'rals could not get together, 
Wanting that influence, great in war. 
O poet! thou hadſt been diſcreeter, | 3 
| Hanging the monarch's hat ſo high ; | 4 
If thou had'ſt dubb'd thy ſtar, a meteor ; 1 
That did but blaze, and rove, and die E 
f XIII. 
To animate the doubtful fight, 
_Nownr | in vain expects that ray: 
D 2 
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F amais ſes ondes craintives 
Nont wei fur leurs | foioles riwes 
Tant de guerriers A amaſſer. 


Courer donc: Qui vous retarde ? 


Tout Punivers vous regarde. 


N oſez-wous la traver ſer ? 
XIV. 


Loin de fermer le paſſage 


A wos nombreux bataillons, 


Luxemburg a du rivage 


Recule ſes pavillons. 
Roy ? leur ſeul aſpect wous glace D 


Ou jont ces chefs pleins a audace, 


F adis ſi prompts a marcher, 
Dui devoient de la Tamiſe, 
Et de la Drave foumiſe 
Juſu a Paris nous chercher? 


Cependant Peffroy redouble 
Sur les remparts de Namur. 
Son gouverneur, qui ſe trouble 
S'enfuit ſous ſon dernier mur. 
Dea juſques a ſes portes 

Je woy monter nos cohortes, 


La flame & le fer en main: 


Ft fur les monceaux de piques, 
De corps morts, de rocs, de briques, 


S*ouvrir un large chemin. 

XVI. 

en eft fait. Je viens d'entendre 

: ur ces rochers eperdus 
Battre un fignal pour ſe renare : 
Le feu ceſſe. Ils fant rendus. 
Depouillez votre arro ance, 
Fiers ennemis de la France, 
Et deſor mais gracieux, 
Alles a Liege, a Bruxelles, 
Porter les bumbics nouvelles 
De Namur pris @ vos jeux. 


: 
: 
? 
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In vain France hopes, the fickly light 
Shou'd ſhine near Villiam's fuller day. 
It knows Verſailles, its proper ſtation; 
Nor cares for any foreign ſphere : 
Where you ſee Boileau's conſtellation, 
Be ſure no danger can be near. 
PRI XIV. 
The French had gather'd all their force; 
And Milliam met them in their way: 
Yet off they bruſh'd, both foot and horſe. 
What has friend Boileau left to ſay ? 
When his high muſe is bent upon't 
To ſing her king, that great commander, 
Or on the ſhores of Hellepont, 
Or in the valleys near Scamander; 
Wou'd it not ſpoil his noble tas k, 
If any fooliſh Phrygian there 1s 


f Impertinent enough to aſk, 


How far Namur may be from Paris ? 
| | XV. 


'Two ſtanza's more before we —_ 
Ol death, pikes, rocks, arms, bricks, and fire : 
Leave 'em behind you, honeſt friend; | 


And with your country-men retire. 
Your ode is ſpoilt, Namur is freed ; 
For D:xmuyd ſomething yet is due 
So good Count Guiſcard may proceed; 
But Bauers, Sir, one word with you. 
„ 3 ; OS 
Tis done. In fight of theſe Commanders, 
Who neither fight nor raiſe the fiege; 
The foes of France march ſafe thro' Flanders; 
Divide to Bruxelles or to Liege. 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon; 
That Bouffiers may new honours gain: 


He the ſame play by land has ſhown, 


As Tourville did upon the main. 


vet is the mar'ſhal made a peer: 


O William, may thy arms advance ; 
That he may loſe Dinant next year, 
and fo be conſtable of France. 


Tra- 


+7 
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— 


At his Arrival in 170 L. I. A NM D, after the 
Diſcovery of the Conſpiracy, 1696. 


Serus in cœlum redeas : diugue 

Lætus interſis populo Quirini: 

Newe te noſiris vitiis iniguum 
Ocyor aura 


— Hor. ad Auguſtum. 


E careful angels, whom eternal fate 

Ordains, on earth and human acts to wait; 
Who turn with ſecret pow'r this reſtleſs ball, 
And bid predeilin'd empires rite and fall: 

Your ſacred aid religious monarchs own, 

When firſt they merit, then aſcend the throne : 

But tyrants dread ye, leſt your juſt decree 

Transfer the pow'r, and ſet the people free: 

See reſcu'd Britain at your altars bow: 

And hear her hymns your happy care avow: 
That ſtill her axes and her rods ſupport 

The judge's frown, and grace the awful court : 
That law with all her pompous terror ſtands, 
To wreſt the dagger from the traitor's hands; 
And rigid juſtice reads the fatal word, 

Poiſes the ballance firſt, then draws the ſword. 

Britain her ſafety to your guidance owns, 

That ſhe can ſep'rate parricides from ſons ; 
That impious rage diſarm'd, ſhe lives and reigns, 

Her freedom kept by him, who broke her chains. 

And thou great miniſter, above the reſt | 

Of guardian ſpirits, be thou for ever blett : 


Preſented to the KI NG, 


Thou, 


3 * 


3 . ᷣ˙ . ‚— Ye 
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ou, 
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Thou, who of old wert ſent to H ael's court, 
With ſecret aid great David's ſtrong ſupport ; 
To mock the frantick rage of cruel Saul; 
And ftrike the uſeleſs jav'lin to the wall. 
Thy later care o'er William's temples held; 
On Boyn's propitious banks, the heav'nly ſhield ; 
When pow'r divine did ov” reign right declare 
And cannons mark'd, whom they were bid to ſpare. 
Still, blefled angel, be thy care the ſame ; 
Be Willian's life untouch'd, as is his fame: 
Let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand : 
Save thou the king, as he has ſav'd the land. 
We angels forms in pious monarchs view : 
We rev' rence William; for he acts like you ; ; 
Like you, commiſſion'd to chaſtiſe and bleſs, 


He muſt avenge the world, and give it peace. 


Indulgent fate our potent pray'r receives; 
And ſtill Britannia (miles, and William lives: 
The hero dear to earth, by heav'n belov'd, 
By troubles muſt be vex'd, by danger: proy a: 


lis foes muſt aid to make his fame com pleat, 


And fix his throne ſecure on their defeat 
So, tho? with ſudden rage the tempeſt comes; 
Tho' the winds roar, and tho' the water foams; 


Imperial Britain on the ſea looks down, 


And ſmiling ſees her rebel ſubject frown : 

Striking her cliff, the ſtorm confirms her pow'r; 
The waves but whiten her triumphant ſhore : 

In vain they wou'd advance, in vain retreat : 
Broken they daſh, and periſh at her feet. 

For /#illian ſtill new wonders ſhall be ſhown: 


The pow'rs that reſcu'd ſhall preierve the throne. 


Safe on his darling Britain's joytul fea, 


Behold, the monarch plows his liquid way: 


His flcets i in thunder thro' the world declare, 
Whoſe empire they obey, whoſe arms they bear. 


Bleſs'd by aſpiring winds he finds the ſtranid 
| Blacken'd with crowds ; he ſees the nations ſtand | $ 


Blefling his ſaſety, proud of his command. 


In various tongues he hears the captains dwell 


On their great leader's praiſe : by turns tacy tell, 


50 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


And liften, each with em'lous glory fir'd, 
How William conquer'd, and how France retir'd ; 
How Belgia freed the hero's arm confeſs'd, 
But trembl'd for the courage which ſhe bleſs'd. 

O Louis, from this great example know, 
To be at once a hero, and a foe: 
By ſounding trumpets, here, and rat'ling drums, 
When Milliam to the open vengeance comes : 
And ſee the ſoldier plead the monarch's right, 
Heading his troops, and foremoſt in the fight. 


Hence then, cloſe ambuſh and perfidious war, i: 4 

Down to your native ſeats of night repair, i ] 

And thou, Bellona, weep thy cruel pride == 0 

| Reftrain'd, behind the victor's chariot ty'd e 
In brazen knots, and everlaſting chains. | 

| (So Europe's peace, fo William's fate ordains : ) 7 

While on the iv'ry chair, in happy ſtate 

He fits, ſecure in innocence, and great A 

ah regal clemency; and views beneath _ | 

Averted darts of rage, and pointleſs arms of death. 
70 CHLOE Weeprng. bn” 

w 


QEE, whilſt thou weep'ſt, fair Ch/2e, ſee 3 
The world in ſympathy with thee. WS 
The chearful birds no longer fing,  _ | 5 
Each droops his head, and hangs his wing 


The clouds have bent their boſom lower, „ 
And ſhed their ſorrows in a ſnow'r. | 1 Th 
3 The brooks beyond their limits flow; | 
þ And louder murmurs ſpeak their woe : | ö 
5 The nymphs and ſwains adopt thy cares: e 
They heave thy ſighs, and weep thy tears. . 5 
Fantaſtick nymph! that grief ſhould move 2 
Thy heart obdurate againſt love, = 1 
Strange tears! whoſe pow'r can ſoften all, | But 


But that dear breaſt on which they fall. WY 
| VVV To J 
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To Mr. HOW AR D. 
SUD © 


I. 


Dar Howard, from the ſoft aſſaults of love, 
[ Poets and painters never are ſecure : 

| Can I untouch'd the fair one's paſſions move? 

| Or thou draw beauty, m- not feel it's Po. r? 


To great Apelles, when 5 4 Ammon brought 
The darling idol of his captive heart; 
And the pleas'd nymph with kind attention fat, 
Io have her charms recorded by his art: 
A 
The am'rous maſter own'd her potent eyes; 
Sigh'd when he look'd, and trembl'd as he drew: 
Each flowing line e a his firſt ſur prize; 
And as the piece advanc'd, the * * 
I V 


While Phil's ſon, while Venus ' ſon was near, 
What different tortures does his boſom feel W 
41 Great was the rival, and the god ſevere : 

Nor could he hide his mo, nor durſt reveal. 
Ihe prince, renown'd in bounty as in arms, 

With pity ſaw the ill- conceal'd diſtreſs; 
Quitted his title to Cazpaſpe's charms ; 

And gave the fair one to the friend's embrace. q 

| VI. | x | 5 
Thus che more beauteous Chloe fat to thee, 
| _ Good Howard, em'lous of the Grecian art; 4 
| But happy thou from C ufid's arrow free, _ 4 

And flames that pierc'd thy predeceſſor's heart. | 4 
1 . Had 1 


To 
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VII. 
Had thy poor breaft receiv'd an equal pain? 
Had I been veſted with the monarch's pow'r ; 
Thou muſt have figh'd, unlucky youth in vain ; 
Nor from my bounty had'ſt thou found a cure. 
VIII. 
Tho- to convince thee, that the friend did feel 
A kind concern for thy ill-fated care, 


I would have ſooth'd the flame, I could not heal; 
Giv'n thee the world, tho' I with-held the fair. 


pn CO ET 


LOVE DISARM'D. 


BFneach a myrtle's verdant ſhade 
As Chloe half aſleep was laid, 

Cupid perch'd lightly on her breaſt, | 
And in that heav'n defir'd to reſt : 
Over her paps his wings he ſpread ; 
Between he found a downy bed, | 
And neſtl'd in his little head. 

Still lay the god : the nymph ſurpriz' d, 
Yet miſtreſs of her ſelf, devis'd 
How ſhe the vagrant might inthrall, 
And captive him, who captives all. 
Her bodice half way ſhe unlac'd : 

About his arms ſhe ſlily caſt 

The filken bond, and held him faft. 
The god awak'd ; and thrice in vain 
He ftrove to break the cruel chain ; 

And thrice in vain he ſhook his wing, 
Incumber'd in the ſilken ſtring. 

Flutt'ring the god, and weeping ſaid, 
Pity poor Cupid, generous maid, 

Who happen'd, being blind, to firay, 
And on thy boſom loſt his way: 

Who ſtray'd, alas! but knew too well, 
Hle never there muſt "_ to dwell. 


Set 


] 
f 
: A 
4 
A 
T 
L 
A 
1 


Set 


Io know thy kindred, and to honour mine. 
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Set an unhappy pris'ner free, | 
Who ne'er intended harm to thee. 


To me pertains not, ſhe replies, 
To know or care where Cupid flies; 
What are his haunts, or which his way ; 
Where he would dwell, or whither ſtray : 
Yet will I never ſet thee free : 
For harm was meant, and harm to me. 
Voain fears that vex thy virgin heart! 
I'll give thee up my bow and dart : | 
Untangle but this cruel chain, 


And freely let me fly again. 


Agreed : ſecure my virgin heart : 
Inſtant give up thy bow and dart 
The chain I'll in return untie ; 
And freely thou again ſhalt fly. 
Thus ſhe the captive did deliver: 


The captive thus gave up his quiver. 


The god difarm'd, eer fince that day 
Paſſes his life in harmleſs play; 
Flies round or fits upon her breaſt ; 


A little, flutt'ring, idle gueſt. 


E'er fince that day the beauteous maid 
Governs the world in Capid's ſtead; 
Directs his arrow as ſhe wills; | 


Gives grief, or pleaſure, ſpares, or kills. 


CHLOE Hunting, 


BFbind her neck her comely treſſes ty d, 
Her iv'ry quiver graceful by her ſide, 
A hunting Cyloc went: ſhe loſt her way, 
And thro the woods uncertain chanc'd to ftray. 
Apollo paſſing by beheld the maid; 
And, ſiſter dear, bright Cynthia turn, he ſaid : 


The hunted hind lyes cloſe in yonder brake. 


Loud Cupid laugh'd, to ſee the god's miſtake ; 
And laughing cry'd, learn better, great divine, 


Rightly 


: 8 1 
F ˙ 
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a Rightly advis'd, far hence thy fiſter ſeek, 
Or on M n s bank, or Latmus peak : 
But in this nymph, my friend, my ſiſter know: | 
She draws my arrows, and ſhe bends my bow : 
Fair Thames ſhe haunts, and ev'ry neighb'ring grove | 
Sacred to ſoft receſs, and gentle love. 
G0, with thy Cynthia, hurl the pointed ſpear 
At the rough boar ; or chace the flying deer : | 
I and mv Cloe take a nobler aim: | 
At human hearts we fling, nor ever miſs the game. 


AY} LID, Tr 


N 


CUP ID and GANYMEDE. 


JN heav'n, one holy-day, you read 
In wiſe Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drew heedleſs Cupid in to throw 
A main, to paſs an hour, or ſo. 
The little Trojan, by the way, | | 
By Hermes taught, play'd all the play. | 
The god unhappily engag' d, 
By nature raſh, by play enrag'd, 
. and ſigh'd, and cry'd, and fetted; ; 
Loſt ev' ry earthly thing he betted: 
In ready money, all the ſtore 
Pick d up long ſince from Danar's ſhow”r : 
A ſnuff- box, ſet with bleeding hearts, | 
Rubies, all pierc'd with diamond darts; 


AY 
8 
1 
C 
C 
A 
A 
A 
A 
A 
A 
A 
D 


His nune-pins made of myrtle wood ; 


( The tree in Ida's foreſt ſtood : ) | | | E: (H 
" His bowl pure gold, the very ſame is Un 
1 Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame; All 
6 | Two table-books in ſhagreen covers; | 1 WI 
5 Fill'd with good verſe from real lovers; 555 
N Merchandue rare! a billet-doux, | 1 

It's matter paſſionate, yet true: 1 


0 Heaps of hair rings, and cypher'd ſeals; . 17 
i trifles ; ſerious Ow. 9 1 
. What 


id 
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What fad diſorders play begets ! 
Deſp'rate and mad, at length he ſets 
Thoſe darts, whoſe points make gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his pow'r : 
Thoſe darts, whence all our joy and pain 
Ariſe : thoſe dart. come, ſeven's the main, 
Cries Ganymed: : the uſual trick: 


Seven, ſlur a fix ; eleven: a nick. 
Ill news goes faſt: Twas quickly known, 


That ſimple Cupid was undone. 
Swifter than lightning Venus flew : 
Too late ſhe found the thing too true. 
Gueſs how the goddeſs greets her fon : 
Come hither, Sirrah ; no, begone ; 
And, hark ye, 1s it ſo indeed ? 

A comrade you for Ganymede? 

An imp as wicked, for his age, 

As any earthly lady's page; | 

A ſcandal and a ſcourge to Troy : 

A prince's ſon ? a black-guard boy : 


A ſharper, that with box and dice 


Draws in young deities to vice. 
All heav'n is by the ears together, 


Since firſt that little rogue came hither : 


Juno her ſelf has had no peace: 
And truly I've been favour'd leſs: 
For Fove, as Fame reports, (but Fame 


Says things not fit for me to name) 


Has acted ill for ſuch a god, 


| And taken ways extreamly odd. 


And thou, unhappy child, ſhe ſaid 


(Her anger by her grief allay'd) 


Unhappy child, who thus haſt loſt 

All the eftate we e'er could boaſt ; 
Whither, O whither wilt thou run, 

Thy name deſpis'd, thy weakneſs known? 
Nor ſhall thy ſhrine on earth be crown'd : 
Nor ſhall thy pow'r in heav'n be own'd ; 


1 | When thou, nor man, nor god canſt wound. 
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Obedient Cupid kneeling cry'd, 

_ Ceaſe, deareſt mother, ceaſe to chide : 
Gany's a cheat, and I'm a bubble: 

Yet why this great exceſs of trouble ? 
The dice were falſe : the darts are gone: 
Yet how are you or I undone ? 

The loſs of theſe I can ſupply 
With keener ſhafts from Ch/ze's eye : 
Fear not we e'er can be diſgrac'd, 
While that bright magazine ſhall laſt 
Your crowded altars ſtill ſhall ſmoke ; 
And man your friendly aid invoke : 
Jove ſhall again revere your pow'r, 
And riſe a ſwan, or fall a ſhow'r. 


ns. 


CUPID Miſtaken. 


As after noon one ſummer's day, 

| Venus ſtood bathing in a river ; 

Cupid a-ſhooting went that way, | 
New ſtrung his bow, new fill'd his quiver. 
| | H. 


With ſkill he choſe his ſharpeſt dart; 
With all his might his bow he drew : 

Swift to his beauteous parent's heart: 
The too well guided arrow flew. 

| . 

I faint ! I die! the goddeſs cry'd : 

O cruel, could'ſt thou find none other 

To wreck thy ſpleen on ? Parricide ! | 
Like Nero, thou haſt _ thy mother. 

| "IV. 

Poor Cupid ſobbing, ſcarce could ſpeak ; 

Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye: 

Alas ! how eaiy my miſtake ? | 

I tooky.u 2 your likeneſs, Chloe. 


E. 
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Y ENUS Miſtaken, 


I. 
Wi Chloe's picture was to Yenus ſhown ; 
urpriz'd, the goddeſs took it for her own. 
And 3 ſaid me, does this bold painter mean ? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked ſeen ? 
Sh: 
Pleas'd Cupid heard, and check'd his mother's aide 
And who's blind now, mamma? the urchin cry'd. 
"Tis Chloe's eye, and cheek, and lip, and breaſt : 
Friend Howard's genius fancy'd all the reſt, 


A s ON G. 


IF wine and muſick have the power, 
To eaſe the ſickneſs of the ſoul; 
Let Phebus ev'ry ſtring explore; 
And Bacchus fill the ſprightly bowl. 
Let them their friendly aid imploy, 
| To make my Chhee's abſence light; 
And ſeek for pleaſure, to deſtroy 

I) he iorrows of this live-long night. 
hut, ſhe to-morrow will return: 

| | Venus be thou to-morrow great; 

Thy myrtles ſtrow, thy odours burn; | 

And meet thy fav'rite nymph in ſtate. ” "1 
Kind goddeſs, to no other pow'rs - 1 
Let us to- morrow's bleſſing own : :- i 
Thy darling Loves ſhall guide the hours ; + 
And all the day be thine dene 0 


A 
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PALLAS and VENUS. 


An EPIOGORA AM. 


T He Trejan ſwain had judg d the great diſpute; 
And beauty's pow'r obtain'd the golden fruit; 

When Venus looſe in all her naked charms, 

Met Jove's great daughter clad in ſhining arms, 


The wanton goddeſs view'd the warhke maid 

From head to foot, and tauntingly ſhe faid. 
Yield, ſiſter; rival, yield: naked, you fee, 

J vanquiſh ; gueſs, how potent J ſhould be; 

If to the field I came in armour dreſt; 

Dreadful, like thine, my ſhield, and terrible my creſt. 

The warrior goddeſs, with diſdain, reply'd ; 

'Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 

Let a brave enemy for once adviſe, 

And Venus (if tis poſſible) be wiſe. 

Thou to be ſtrong muſt put off ev'ry dreſs : 

Thy only armour is thy nakedneſs : | 

And more than once, or thou art much bely'd, 

By Mars himſelf, that armour has been try d. 


To a young Gentleman in Love. 
7 Ta LE 


JF Rom publick noiſe and factious ſtrife 
From all the buſy ills of life, 


Take me, my Celia, to thy breaſt; 
And lull my wearied ſoul to reſt. 

For ever, in this humble cell, 

Let thee and I, my fair one dwell ; 

None enter elſe, but Jove and he 


Shall bar che door, and keep che key. 


rr V x 
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To painted roofs and ſhining ſpires, 


U (Uneafie ſeats of high defires) 


Let the unthinking many croud : 


That dare be covetous and proud : 


In golden bondage let them wait, | | 
And barter happineſs for ſtate : | f 
But oh ! my Celia, when thy ſwain 
Deſires to ſee a court again; 


May heav'n around this deſtin'd head 


The choiceſt of its curſes ſned. — 
To ſum up all the rage of fate | 
In the two things I dread and hate ; 


May'ſt thou be falſe, and | be great. 


Thus on his Celia's panting breaſt, 
Fond Celadon his ſoul expreſt; 


While with delight the lov'ly maid 
Receiv'd the vows, ſhe thus repaid. 


Hope of my age, joy of my youth, 


leſt miracle of love and truth | F 
All that cou'd e' er be counted mine, ES i = 
My love and life, long ſince are thine. | | 


A real Joy I never knew ; | " 
Till I believ'd thy paſſion true: I 
A real grief I ne'er can find; | 


Till thou prov'ſt perjur'd or unkind. 
All we abhor, and all we fear, 


Bleſt with thy preſence, I can bear. 
Thro' waters and thro' flames [I'll go, 
Suff*rer and ſolace of thy woe: 


Contempt, and poverty, and care, 2 | 4 


Trace me ſome yet unheard-of way, 


That I thy ardour may repay 3 ES T 

And make my conſtant paſſion known, 

By more than woman yet has done. 
Had I a wiſh that did not bear 

The ſtamp and image of my dear, 

I'd pierce my heart thro' ev'ry vein, 


= ; 
4 5 
' — 


„„ 
i 


And die to let it out again. 
No : Venus ſhall my witneſs be, 


(If Venus ever low d like me) 
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That for one hour I wou'd not quit 
My ſhepherd's arms and this retreat, 
To be the Perſian Monarch's bride, 
Partner of all his pow'r and pride ; 

Or rule in regal ſtate above, 
Mother of gods, and wife of Fowe. 
Oh happy theſe of human race 
But ſoon, alas ! our pleaſures paſs. 
He thank'd her on his bended knee ; 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea: 
And leaving her ador'd embrace, 
 Haſten'd to court, to beg a place. 
While ſhe, his abſence to bemoan, 
The very moment he was gone, 
Call'd Ty from beneath the bed, 
Where all this time he had been hid. 


MO RAE 


While men have theſe ambitious fancies ; 
And wanton wenches read romances ; 
Our ſex will----- what ? out with it. Lye; 
And their's in equal ſtrains reply. 

The moral of the tale I ſing, 

(A poly for a wedding ring) 
In this ſhort verſe will be confin'd: 
Love is a jeſt and vows are wind. 


An ENGLISH PADLOCK. 


M I's Danae, when fair and young, 

4 (As Horace has divinely ſung) 
Cou'd not be kept from Jove s embrace 
By doors of ſteel, and walls of brafs. 

The reaſon of the thing is clear; 
Wou'd Jove the naked truth averr. 


—_ , Ye! 


NY ny — 


"Cupid 
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C upid was with him of the party; 

And ſhow'd himſelf ſincere and hearty : 

Forgive that whipſter but his errand, 

He takes my lord chief-juſtice* warrant ; 

Dauntleſs as death away he walks ; 

Breaks the doors open, ſnaps the locks ; 

Searches the parlour, chamber, ſtudy ; 

Nor ſtops; till he has Culprit's body. 
Since this has been authentic truth, 

By age deliver*d down to youth; 

Tell us, miſtaken husband, tell us, 

Why ſo myſterious, why ſo jealous ? 

Does the reſtraint, the bolt, the bar 

Make us leſs curious, her leſs fair ? 

The ſpy, which does this treaſure keep, 

Does ſhe ne'er ſay her pray*rs, nor — 45 

Does ſhe to no exceſs incline ? 

Does ſhe fly muſick, mirth, and wine? 

Or have not gold and flat ry pow'r, 

To purchaſe one unguarded hour? 

Your care does further yet extend: 


That ſpy is guarded by your friend. <= 


But has this friend nor eye, nor heart ? 
May he not feel the cruel dart, 
W hich, ſoon or late, all mortals feel? 
May he not, with too tender zeal, 
_ Give the fair pris'ner cauſe to ſee, 
How much ſhe wiſhes ſhe were free? 
Nay he not craftily infer 
The rules of friendſhip too ſevere, 
Which chain him to a hated truſt ; 
Which make him wretched to be juſt? 
And may not ſhe, this darling ſhe, | 
Voouthful and healthy, fleſh and blood, 
Eaſie with him, ill-us'd by thee, 
Allow this logic to be good; 
Sir, will your queſtions never end ? 
I truſt to neither {py nor friend. 
In ſhort, I keep her from the light 
Of ev'ry — face, ---—ſhe'll write, ---- 
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From pen and paper ſhe's debar'd.---- 
| — ſhe a bodkin and a card? 
he'll prick her mind.-- ---ſhe will, you ſay; 

— how ſhall ſhe that mind convey? 
J keep her in one room: I lock it; 
The key (look here) i5 in this pocket. 
The key-hole, is that left? moſt certain. 
She'll thruſt her letter thro fir Martin. 
Dear angry friend, what muſt be done ? 
Is there no way ?----- there is but one. 
Send her abroad; and let her fee, 
That all this mingled maſs, which ſhe 
Being forbidden longs to know, 
Is a dull farce, an empty ſhow, 
Powder, and pocket-glaſs, and beau ; 
A ſtaple of romance and lies, 
Falſe tears, and real perjuries: 
Where ſighs and looks are bought and fold ; 
And love is made but to be told : 
Where the fat bawd and laviſh heir 
The ſpoils of ruin'd beauty ſhare ; 
And youth ſeduc'd from friends and fame, 
Muſt give up age to want and ſhame. 
Let her behold the frantick ſcene, 
The women wretched, falſe the men : 
And when, theſe certain ills to ſhun, 
She would to thy embraces run : 
Receive her with extended arms: 
Seem more delighted with her charms : 
Wait on her to the park and oy 
Put on good humour; make her gay: 

Be to her virtues very kind : 
Be to her faults a little blind : 
Let all her ways be unconfin dz: 
And clap you Padlock ------ on her mind. 


HANS | 
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2 


HANS CARVEL. 


H. Car wel, impotent and old, 

Married a laſs of London mould: 
Handſome enough ; extremely gay : 
Lov'd muſick, company and play: 
High flights ſhe had, and wit at will: 
And fo her tongue lay ſeldom ſtill: 
For in all viſits who but ſhe, 
To argue, or to repartee. 

Bhe made it plain that human paſſion 

Was order'd by predeſtination; 
That, if weak women went aſtray, 
Their ſtars were more in fault than 
Whole tragedies ſhe had by heart ; 
Enter'd into Roxana's part : ot 
To triumph in her rival's blood, 85 333 
The action certainly was good. 9 
How like 1 vine young Ammon curl'd? 
Oh that dear conqu'ror of the world ! 
She pity'd Betterton in age, : | 
That ridicul'd the godlike rage. ? 

- She firſt of all the town was told, | 

| | Where neweſt India things were fold : 

So in a morning without bodice, 

Slipt ſometimes out to Mrs. Thedj's ; 

To cheapen tea, to buy a Screen : 

' Whatelſecou'd ſo much virtue mean? 

For to prevent the leaſt reproach, 

Betty went with her, in the coach. 

| \ But when no very great affair . 

Excited her peculiar care, * 

| She without fail was wak'd at ten; | = 

y | Drank chocolate; then ſlept agai | = 

| At twelve ſhe * with mu * 5 * 

| Her cloaths were huddl'd on by two: 


> 12 — 
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Then, does my lady dine at home? 

Yes ſure ;------- But is the colonel come? 

Next how to ſpend the afternovun, 

And not come home again too ſoon ; 

The change, the city, or the play, 

As each was proper for the day ; 

A turn, in ſummer, to Hyde part, 

When it grew tolerably dark. 
Wife's pleaſure cauſes huſband's pain; 

Strange fancies come in Hans's brain : 
He thought of what he did not name; 

And wou'd reform, but durſt not blame. 
At firſt ne therefore preach'd his wife 

The comforts of a pious life: | 

Told her, how tranſient beauty was 

That all muſt die, and fleſh was graſs : 

He bought her ſermons, pſalms, and graces ; 

And doubled town the uſeful places. 

But ſtill the weight of worldly care 
Allow'd her little time for pray'r: 

And Cleopatra was read o'er, : 
Whilſt Scor, and Wake, and twenty more, 
That teach one to deny one's ſelf, 

Stood unmoleſted on the ſhelf. 

An untouch'd bible grac'd her toilet: 


No fear that thumb of her's ſhould ſpoil it, 


In ſhort, the trade was ſtill the ſame : 

The dame went out, the colonel came. 
What's to be done? poor Carwe/ cry'd : 

Another batt'ry muſt be try'd: 

What if to ſpells I had recourſe ? 

Tis but to hinder ſomething worſe. 

The end muſt juſtifie the means: 

He only fins, who ill intends :. 


| Since therefore tis to combat evil, 
Tis lawful to employ the devil. 


Forthwith the devil did appear 
(For name him and he's always near). 


Not 


DOA Men) 02 


ot 
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Not in the ſhape in which he plies 
At miſs's elbow when ſhe lies; 
Or ſtands before the nurs'ry doors, 
To take the naughty boy that roars : 
But without ſawcer eye or claw, 
Like a grave bariſter at law. 
Hans Carwvel, lay aſide your grief, 
The devil ſays, I bring relief: 


Relief! ſays Hans: pray let me crave | 
Your name, Sir, ------ Satan Sir, your _ 


I did not look upon your feet : 


You'll pardon me: ------ ay, now I ſee't: 
And pray, Sir, when came you from hell ? 
Our friends there, did you leave them well? 


All well: but pr'ythee, honeſt Hans, 


(Says Satan) leave your complaiſance: 
The truth is this: I cannot ſtay 


Flaring in ſun- ſhine all the day: 


For, entre nous, we helliſh ſprites, 


Love more the freſco of the nights; 


And oft' ner our receipts convey 


In dreams, than any other way. 


I tell you therefore as a friend, 
E're morning dawns, your fears ſhall end : 


Go then this ev'ning, maſter Carwve/, 


Lay down your Fowls, and broach your barrel; 
Let friends and wine diſſolve your care ; 
Whilſt I the great receipt prepare : 

To night I'll bring it by my faith ; 


Believe, for once, what Satan ſaith. 


Away went Hans, glad not a little; 


oObey d the devil to a tittle ; 


Invited friends ſome half a dozen, 


The colonel and my lady's couſin. 


The meat was ſerv'd; the bowls were crown'd ; 


Catches were ſung ; and healths went round : 
Barbadbes waters for the cloſe; 


Till Hans had fairly got his doſe ; 
The colonel toaſted 4 the beſt : 


The dame mov d off to be undreſt. 


The 
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The chimes went twelve : the gueſts withdrew : 
But when, or how, Hans hardly knew. 

Some modern anecdotes aver, 

He nodded in his elbow chair; 

From thence was carried off to bed ; 

Fohn held his heels, and Nan his head. 


My lady was diſturb'd: new ſorrow ! 


Which Hans muſt anſwer for to-morrow. 
In bed then view this happy paur ; 

And think how Hymen triumph'd there. 

Hans, faſt aſleep, as ſoon as laid ; 


The duty of the night unpaid : | 


The waking dame, with thoughts oppreſt, 
That made her hate both him and reft : 
By ſuch a huſband, ſuch a wife! 

*T'was Acme's and Septimius life. 

The lady ſigh'd: the lover inor'd : 


The punctual devil kept his word : 


Appear'd to honeit Hans again; 
But not at all by madam {een : 


And giving him a magick ring, 


Fit for the finger of a King ; 


Dear Haus, ſaid he, this jewel take, 


And wear it long for Satans lake : 


* *Twill do your buſineſs to a hair: 


For long as you this ring ſhall wear, 


As ſure as I look over Lincoln, 
That ne'er ſhall happen which you think on. 
Hans took the ring with joy extream ; 


(All this was only in a dream) 


And thruſting it beyond his joint, 

Tis done he cry'd : I've gain d my point. ----+ 
What point, faid ſhe, you ugly beaſt; 

You neither give me joy, nor rett : 

"Tis done.---- -What's done, you drunken bear? 
You've thruſt your finger G---d knows where. 


* . Bat A HE - # 
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Dutch Proverb. 


F Ire, water, woman, are man's ruin 5 

* Says wiſe profeſſor Vander Bruin. 

By flames a houſe I hir'd was loſt 

Laſt year: and I muſt pay the Colt. 

This ſpring the rains o'erflow'd my ground : 


And my belt Flanders mare was drown'd. 


A ſlave I am to Clara's eyes: 

The Gipſey knows her pow'r, and flies, 
Fire, water, woman, are my ruin ; 
And great thy wiſdom, Vander Bruin. 


PAULOPURGANTI 
And his Wire, 
An honeſt, but a Simple pair. 


4 BB enim quiddam, idgue intelligitur in READ Virtute, quod | 


— AO 4 g | * 


# B Eyond the fix'd and ſettl'd rules 


| e quod cogitatione magts a Virtute poteſt quam Re 
eparari. 1 | 


Cie. de Officiis. Lib. 1. 


Of vice and virtue in the ſchools, 
Beyond the letter of the law, 


Which keeps our men and maids in awe 3 


| 


Tphe better fort ſhou'd ſet before em 


A grace, a manner, a decorum 


| Something that gives their acts a light; 


Makes em not only juſt, but bright; 

And ſets em in th t open fame, 

Which witty malice cannot blame. 
E For 
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For tis in life, as 'tis in painting: 


Much may beright, yet much be wanting : 
From lines drawn true, our eye may trace 


A foot, a knee, a hand, a face : 
May juſtly own the picture wrought 
Exact to rule, exempt from fault: 
Yet, if the colouring be not there, 


The Titian ſtroke, the Guido air; 


To niceſt judgment ſhow the piece, 


At beſt *twill only not diſpleaſe: 


It would not gain on Jerſey's eye 


Bradford would frown, and ſet it by. 


Thus in the picture of our mind, 


The action may be well deſign d 
Guided by law, and bound by duty; 
Vet want this Fe ne ſgai quoy of beauty : 

And tho' it's error may be ſuch, 


As Knaęs and Burgess cannot hit; 


It yet may feel the nicer touch 


Of Micherly's or Congreve's wit. 
What is this talk ? replies a friend: 


And where will this dry moral end? 


The truth of what you here lay down 


By ſome example ſhould be ſhown. ---- 
With all my heart, -for once; read on. 


An honeſt, but a fn.ple pair, 
(And twenty other | forbear) 


May ſerve to make this Theſis clear. 


A doctor of great ſkill and fame, 


Paulo Purganti was his name, 


Had a good, comely, virtuous wife; 


No woman led a better life: 
She to intrigues was ev'n hard-hearted: 
She chuckl'd when a bawd was carted : 
And thouglit the nation neꝰ er wou'd thrive, 


Till all the whores were burnt alive. 
On marry'd men, that dare be bad, 
She thought no mercy ſhou'd be had ; 


They ſhould be hang'd, or ſtarv'd, or flead, 


Or lerv'd like Romy prieſts in Szvede,----- 


1 


1 


7 
* 
x 
N 


That, if in ſome regards ſhe choſe 


The doctor from exceſs of wine; 


* 
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But had not always wherewithal. 


_ 
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In ſhort ; all lewdneſs ſhe defy'd : 

And ſtiff was her parochial 0 
Vet, in an honeſt way, thedame 

Was a great lover of that ſame; 

And could from ſeripture take he _ 

That huſbands ſhould give wives their due. 
Her prudence did ſojuſtly ſteer 

Between the gay and the hoon 


4 — — — 


To curb poor Paulo in too cloſe ; ; 

In others ſhe relax'd again, 

And govern'd with a looſer rein. 
Thus, tho ſhe ſtrictly did confine 


With oyſters, eggs, and vermicelli, 
She let him almoſt burſt his belly: 
Thus drying coffee was deny d; 


But chocolate that loſs ſupply d: 
And for tobacco, (ho could bear it 9 


Filthy concomitant of claret ! 


(Bleſt revolution ! one might ſee 1 
Eringo roots, and boke tea. on * 
She often ſet the doctor's band, Ho hx 


And ſtrok'd his beard, and ſqueez d his hand: 
Kindly complain'd, that after-noon | 
He went to pore on books to ſoon; 5 
She held it wholeſomer by much ä 
To reſt a little on the couch: 
About his waiſt in bed a- nights 5 6 
She clung ſo cloſe for fear of ſprites. 
The doctor underſtood the call ; | —. 


The lion's ſkin too ſhort, you 38 
(As Plutrach's morals finely ſhow) 
Was lengthen'd by the Fox's tall : 
And art ſupplies, where ſtrength may fail, 
Unwilling then in arms to meet 


. 


The enemy, he could not beat; 1 
He ſtrove to lengthen the campaign, 
And fave his forces by chicane. 


E 2 
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Fabius, the Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, | 

Shows us, that all, that warrior can do 
With force inferior, is cunceando. 

One day then, as the foe drew near, 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear ; 
Our don, who knew this tittle-tattle 
Did, ſure as trumpet, call to battle ; 
Thought it extremely a propos, 

To ward againſt the coming blow : 

To ward, but how? ay, there's the queſtion : 

Fierce the aſſault ; unarm'd the baſtion. 

The doctor feign'd a ftrange ſurpriſe : 
He felt her pulſe, he view'd her eyes: 
That beat too faſt, theſe rowl'd too quick: 
She was, he ſaid, or would be ſick : 

He judge d it abſolutely good. 
That ſhe ſhould purge and cleanſe her blood. 
Spaao Waters for that end were got: 

If they paſt eaſily or not, | 
What matters it? thelady's fever 

Continu'd violent as ever. 

For a diſtemper of this kind, 
(Blackmore and Hans are of my mind) 
If once it youthful blocd infects, 
And chieſſy of the female Sex; 
Is ſcarce remov d by pill or potion; 
What-e' er might be our doctor's notion. 
One luckleſs night then, as in bed 

The doctor and the dame were laid; 
Again this cruel fever came, 


High pulſe, hort breath, and blood in fame. 


| What meaſures ſhall poor Paulo cep 
With madam, in this piteous taking? 
She, like Macbeth, has murder'd fleep ; 
And won't allow him reſt, tho waking. 
Sad ſtate of Matters, when we dare 
Nor aſk for peace] nor offer war: 
Nor Livy nor Comines have thown, 
What in this juncture may be done. 


_ Grotins 
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Let wanton wives by death be fcar'd : 
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| Crotius might own, that Paul's caſe is 
Harder, than any which he places 
Amongſt his Belli and his Pacis. 

He ſtrove, alas! but ſtrove in vain, 
By dint of logic to maintain, 
That all the tex was born to grieve, 
Down to her ladyſhip from Eve. 
He rang'd his tropes, and preach'd up patience ; 
Back'd his opinion with quotations, 
Divines, and moraliſts; and run ye on 
Quite thro' from Seneca to Bunyan. 
As much in vain he bid her try 
To fold her arms, to cloſe her eye; 
Telling her, reſt would do her good, 
If any thing in nature cou'd: 
So held the Greets quite down from Galen, 
Maſters and princes of the calling : 
So all our modern friends maintain, 
(Tho? no great Greeks) in Warwik-lane. 

Reduce, my muſe, the wand' ring ſong : 
A tale ſhouid never be too long. 

The more he talk'd, the more ſhe burn'd, 
And ſigh'd, and toſt, and groan'd, and turn'd : 
Atlaſt, I wiſh, faid ſhe, my dear---- 
(And whiſper d lomething in his ear.) 

You wiſh! wiſh on, the doctor cries : 
Lord! when will womankind be wiſe ? 
What, in your waters ? are you mad ? 
Why poiſon ; is not half ſo bad. 

III do 1t---but I give you warning: 
You'll die before to-morrow morning. 

"Tis kind, my dear, what you adviſe ; 
The lady with a ſigh replies : | 
But life, you know, at beſt is pain 
And death is what we ſhould dann. 

So do it therefore, and adieu: 
For I will die, for love of you : ------ 


But to my comfort, I'm prepar'd. 
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The LADLE. 
"He ſceptics think twas long ago, 
Since gods came down incogni to, 


Io ſee who were their friends or foes, 


And how our actions fell or roſe: 

That, ſince they gave things their beginning; 
And ſet this whirligig a ſpinning ; - 
Supine they in their Heav'n remain, 


_ Exempt from paſſion, and from pain: 


And frankly leave us human elves, 
To cut and ſhuffle for our ſelves : 


To ſtand, or walk, to riſe, or tumble, 
As matter, and as motion jumble. 


The poets now, and painters hold 


This Te both abſurd and bold: 
And ycar good-natur'd gods, they ay, 


Deſcend ſome twice or thrice a 


Elſe all theſe things we toil ſo hard i in, 


Would not avail one ſingle farthirg : 

For when the hero we rehearſe, 

To grace his actions, and our verſe ; 

"Tis not by dint of human _ 

That to his Latium he is brought: 

Iris deſcends, by fate's commands, 

To guide his ſteps through foreign lands : 

And Amphitrite clears his way 

From rocks and quick-fands in the ſea. 
And if you ſee him in a ſketch; 


(Tho? drawn by Pauls or Carache) 
He ſhows not half his force and ftrength, 


Strutting in armour, and at length ; 
That he may make his proper figure, 
The piece muſt yet be four yards bigger: 


The Nymphs conduct him to the field: 
8 One holds his ſword and one his ſhield : 


Seren wm: 


FLY ut od RICE 


ry 


rs 


For woods before, and hills behind 


Fat turkeys gobbling at the door: 
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Mars ſtanding by aſſerts his quarrel : 
And Fame flies after with a laurel. 

Theſe points, I fay, of ſpeculation ; 
(As 'twere to fave or fink the nation) 
Men idly learned will diſpute, 
Aſſert, object, confirm, refute: 

Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
With equal arms ſuſtains the ncht, 


Till now no umpire can agree em: 


So both draw off, and ſing Te Deum. 
Is it in Equilibria, 


If deities deſcend or no? 


Then let th' affirmative prevail, 
As requiſite to form my tale: 
For by all parties tis confeſt, 
That thoſe opinions are the beſt, 
Which, in their nature, moſt conduce 
To preſent ends, and private uſe. 
Iwo gods came therefore, from above, 


One Mercury, the other, Fete: 


The humour was (it ſeems) to know, 
If all the favours they beſtow, 
Could from dur own perverſenels eaſe us, 
And If Our with enjoy d WOU d pleaie us. 
55 largely on this theme, 
Oer hills and dales their godſhips came; 
"x ill weli nigh tir'd at almoſt night, 
They thought it proper to alight. 

Note here, that it as true as odd is, 

hat in diiguiie, a god, or goddeſs 
Exerts no iupernat'ral powers; 
Bat acts on maxims much like ours. 
They ſpy'd at laſt a country farm, 
Where all was ſnug, and clean, and warm; 


Secur'd it both from rain and wind: 

Large oxen in the fields were low ing: 

Gocd grain was ſow'd: good fruit was growing . 

Of laſt year's corn in barns great ſtores _. 15 


14 And 


. — m « 
AZ & - 
Pt — — - —ͤ—ñ—ͤ⁊ —— . - 
* * jou * 4 4 — In; 2 
” * p 


74 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


And wealth (in ſhort) with peace conſented, 
That people here ſhculd live contented : 
But did they in effect do ſo? 


| Have patience, friend; and thou ſhalt know. 


The honeſt farmer, and his wife, 
To years declin'd from prime of life, 


Had Rruggl'd with the marriage none; 


As almoſt ev'ry couple does: 


Sometimes, my plague! ſometimes, my * 5 
_ Kiſling to day, to morrow ſnarling : 


Jointly ſubmitting to endure 
That evil, which admits no cure. 
Our ood; the outward gate unbarr's : | 


Our farmer met em in the 


Thought they were !v1k5 that lot their way; 
And aſk'd them civilly to ftay : 


Told them, for ſupper, or for bed 

Tae 1 7 Sid S In; and be worſe ſped. — — 
So faid, ſo done: the gods conſent : 

All three into the parlour went: 


They compliment : they fit : they chat: 


Fight o'er the wars; reform the ſtate: 
A thouſand knetty points they clear; 


Till ſupper and my wife apfrar. 


Jove made his leg, and kiſs'd the dame: 
Obſequious Hermes did the ſame. 


8 Jove ekifed the farmer's wife, you ſay. 


He did but in an honeſt way: 


Oh! not with half that warmth and life, 
With which he kiſs'd Amphitrycn's wife. 


Well then, things handſomly were ſerv'd: 
My miſtreſs for the ftrangers carv'd, 
How ftrong the beer, how good the meat, 


How loud they lavght, how much they eat; 


In epic ſumptuous would ap 


pear ; 
Vet ſhall be paſs'd in filenee here: 


For I ſhould grieve to have it ſaid, 
That by a fine deſcription led, 
I made my epiſode too long ; 


Or tir'd my friend to youre my — 


The 
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The grace-cup ſerv'd, the cloth away, 
Jove thought it time to ſhow his play: 
Landlord and landlady, he cry'd, 

Folly and jeſting laid aſide, 
That ye thus hoſpitably live, 
And ſtrangers with good-cheer receive, 
Is mighty grateſul to your betters, 
And makes ev 'n gods themſelves your debtors. 
To give this Y plainer proof, 
Vou have to night beneath your roof 
A pair of gods: (nay, never wonder) 
This youth can fly, and I can thunder. 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My page, my fon indeed, but ſpurious. 
| Form then three wiſhes, you and madam, 
And ſure, as you already had em, 
The things deſir'd, in half an hour 
Shall all be here, and in your pow' r. 
Thank ye, great gods, the woman ſays: 
Oh! may your altars ever blaze. 
A ladle for our filver diſh 
, Is what I want, 15 what I wiſh. ------ 
| A ladle ! cries the man, a ladle 
: 


Odzooks, Coriſca, you have pray'd ill: 
What ſhou'd be great, you turn to farce, 
I with the ladle in your a-----. 

J With equal grief, and ſhame, my muſe 

The ſequel of the tale purſues: 

Ig) he ladle fell into the room, 

And ſtuck in old Coriſca's bum. 

Our couple weep two wiſhes paſt, 

And kindly join to form the laſt, 
To eaſe the woman's aukw ard pain, 
And get the ladle out — 


; 5 Tag commoner has worth 5 parts, 
de bn prais'd for arms, or lov'd for arts. 


E 5 
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His head akes for a coronet ; 


And who is bleſs'd, that is not great? 


Some ſenſe, and more eſtate, kind heav'n 
To this well-lotted peer has giv'n : 

What then ? he muſt have rule and ſway : 
And all is wrong, till he's in play. 

The miſer muſt make up his plumb ; 
And dares not touch the hoarded ſum : 
The ſickly dotard wants a wife, 

To draw off his laſt dregs of life. 
Againſt our peace we arm our will : 
Amidft our plenty, Something ſtill 

For horſes, houſes, pictures, planting, 

To thee, to me, to him is wanting. 

That cruel Something unpoſſeſs'd 
Corrodes, and levens all the reft. 

That Something, if we could obtain, 

Would ſoon create a future pain: 

And to the coffin, from the cradle, 


Tis all a 14/6, and all a Ladle. 


Written in Mezeray's His Tory of 
FRANCE. 
| 1 


: WI er thy country men have done, 


| By law and wit, by ſword and gun, 
In thee is faithfully recited : ED 


And all the living world, that view 
Thy work, give thee the praiſes due, 


At once inſtructed, and delighted. 
8 II. 


Vet for the fame of all theſe deeds, 

What beggar in the Ia valides, | 

With lameneſs broke, with blindneſs ſmitten, 

Wiſh'd ever decently to dle, 

To have been either Mexeray, 

Or any monarch he has written? 15 
e | It's 
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IIT. 
Ir t's range, dear author, yet it true is, 
That down from 8 to Louis, 
All covet life, yet call it pain: 
All feel the ill, yet ſnun the cure: 


Can ſenſe this paradox endure ? 


Reſolve me, * 8 or Fontaine. 


The man in graver tragic known, 


(Tho! his beft part long ſince was done) 
Still on the ſtage defires to tarry : 
And he who play'd the Harlequin, 


After the jeſt ſtill loads the ſcene, 


Unwilling to retire, tho* weary. 
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Written 1 in the B OOK called 


Nea Interéts des Pri nces de 
Europe. 


5 Blei be the princes, who have fought 


For pompous names, or wide domiaion ; 
Since by their error we are taught, 
That happineſs is but opinion. 


2 


Ad Animam ſuam. 


A Nimula, vagula, blandula, 
Hoſpes, come(que corporis, 


ue nunc abibis in loca, 


Palladula, rigida, nudula ? 


Nee, ut ſoles, dabis j i 


ADRIANIMORIENTIS_ 
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By Monſieur Fontenelle. 


M/ petite ame, ma mignonne, | 

Tu ten was donc, ma fille, & dieu ſcache ou tu vas : 

Tu pars ſeulette, nut & tremblotante, helas ! 
Due deviendra ton humeur folighonne ? 
Due deviendront tant de jolis ebats ? 


* 


IMITATE D. 


Poor little, pretty, flutt ring thing, 

1 Muſt we no longer live together? 

And doſt thou prune thy trembling wing, 

To take thy flight thou know'ſt not whither ? 
Th; humourous vein, thy pleaſing folly 
Lues all neglected, all forgot; 
And penſive, wav'ring, melancholy, 

Thou dread'ſ and hop ſt thou know'ſt not what. 


To Dr. SHERLOCK, 
On Bis pradical Diſcourſe concerning DEATH. 
Orgive the muſe, who in unhallow'd ſtrains 


. F The ſaint one moment from his God detains: 
For, ſure, whate' er you do, where- e' er you are, 
"Tis all but one good work, one conſtant pray'r : 
Forgive her; and intreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour'd vows with kind acceptance come, 
To raiſe her notes to that ſublime degree, * 
Which ſuits a ſong of piety and thee, 


Won- 


. 


. —— 
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Wondrous good man ! whoſe labours ma 


The force of fin, may ſtop the rage of hell 
Thou, like the Baptiſt, from thy God waſt ſent 
The crying voice, to bid the World repent. 

Thee youth ſhall ſtudy; and no more engage 
Their flatt'ring wiſhes for uncertain age; 

No more, with fruitleſs care and cheated ſtrife, 
Chace fleeting pleaſure thro” this maze of life; 
Finding the wretched A they here can have, 
But preſent food, and but a fu ure grave: 

Each, great as Philip's victor fon, ſhall view 
This abje& world, and weeping, aſk a new. 
Decrepitage ſhall read thee, and confeſs, 
Thy labours can aſſwage, where med' cines ceaſe: 
Shall bleſs thy words, their wounded ſoul's relief, 
The drops that ſweeten their laſt dregs of life: 
| Shall look to heav'n, and laugh at all beneath; 
On riches gather'd, trouble; fame, a breath; 
And life, an ill, whoſe only cure is death. | 
Thy even thoughts with ſo much plainneſs flow; 
I heir ſenſe untutor'd infancy may know; 
Yet to ſuch height is all that plainneſs wrought, 
Wit may admire, and letter'd pride be taught : 
Eaſie in words thy ſtyle, in ſenſe ſublime : 2A 
On its bleſt ſteps each age and ſex may riſe : © 8 
'Tis like the ladder in the patriarch's dream: ( 
It's foot on earth, it's height above the ſkies. 


Diffus'd it's virtue, boundleſs is it's pow'r : 


'Tis publick health, and univerſal cure: 
Of heav'nly manna, tis a ſecond feaſt, | 
A nation's food, and All to ev'ry taſte. 

To it's laſt height mad Britain's guilt was rear'd : 
And various death for various crimes ſhe fear d: 
With your kind work her drooping hopes revive ; 
You bid her read, repent, adore, and live: 

You wreſt the bolt from heav'n's avenging hand ; 

Stop ready death, and fave a ſinking land. 

| O! fave us ftill ; ſtill bleſs us with thy ftay : 
Ol want thy heav'n, till we have learnt the way: 
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Refuſe to ieave thy deſtin'd charge too ſoon : 

And for the church's good, defer thy own. 

O!] hve; and let thy works urge our belief; 

Live to explain thy doctrine by thy life; 

*Till future fancy, baptiz'd by thee, 

Grow ripe in years, and old in piety ; 

Till Chriſtians, yet unborn, be taught to die. 
Then in full age, and hoary holineſs 

Retire, great teacher, to thy promis d bliſs: 
Untouch'd thy tomb, uninjur'd be thy duſt, 

As thy own fame among the future juſt; 

Till in laſt ſounds the Treadful trumpet ſpeaks: 
Till Fadgment calls; and quick'ned Nature wakes ; 
Till, through the utmoſt earth, and deepeſt ſea, 
Our ſcattered Atoms find their deſtin'd way, 

In haſte to cloath their kindred ſouls again; 

Perfect our ſtate and build immortal man: 

Then fearleſs thou, who well ſuſtain' dſt the fight, 
To paths of joy, and tracts of endleſs light 
Lead up all thoſe, who heard thee, and beliey'd : 
Midſt thy own flock, great ſhepherd, be receiv'd ; 
And glad all heav'n, with millions thou haſt ſav'd. 


CARMEN 


CARR 
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CARMEN SECULARE, 
Latine redditum. 
Per Tho: Dibben, è Trin: Col: Cant: 


Ego Dis amicum, 

Seculo feſtas referente luces, 

Reddidi carmen 
| Har. 


ne bifrons, priſcos a tergo reſpice lapſi 
Annales æ vi, felice/que ordine longo 
Evolvas faſtos, quos cætera tempora ſupra 
Conſpicuous albo, felis monumenta futuris, 
 Urbes fundatæ, & parti poſucre trumphi, 
Aggredere infignes ſpollis, laroque decoros 
Enumerare duces, quos nobilis ira gemtntem 
Impulit ulciſci populum ; qui ſacra cruore 
Jura patrum ſanxere ſus ; /ceptriſque potiti 
Miferunt lætum placidis ſub legibus orbem. 
Agmine perpetuo ſeries ornata laborum 
Procedat; ſuus omnis honos, ſua debita quemque 
Laus inſcripta netet : tum noſira ad tempora caſus 
Infignes ducas, famamque & fata parentum 
Mirac lis oppone novis, Regique Britanno. 
Dumque fide, curaque pari per fingula curris ; 
Dun varios recolis populos, warioſque labore; 
Et ſtudia, & leges, pugnataque prælia ſeris 
Temporibus mandas; tute ipſe fatebere, Jane, 
 Omnium in Auriaco cumulari nomine famam : 
Et dices orbi attonito; nil ſeæcula tale 
Prima tulers hominum, nil majus poſtera reddent. 
EO. Vertice 


4 


_ 
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CARMEN SECULARE, 
For the Year 1700. 
To the KING 


Aſpice, venture lætentur ut omnia Sec lo: 
Omibi tam longæ mancat pars ultima Vvite, 
Spiritus, & quantum ſat erit tua dicere ſadta 

| 0 | Virg. Eclog. 4. 


T Hy elder look, great Fanus, caſt, 

| Into the long records of ages paſt; 

Review the years in faireſt action dreſt, 

With noted white ſuperior to the reſt ; 

ZEra's deriv'd, and chronicles begun 3 
From empires founded, and from battles won: 

Show all the ſpoils by valiant kings atchiev'd ; 

And groaning nations by their arms reliev'd; 

The wounds of patriots in their country's cauſe, | 
And happy pow'r iuſtain'd by wholſome laws. 10 
In comely rank call every merit forth : 
Imprint on ev'ry act its ſtandard worth : 

The glorious parallels then downward bring, 

To modern wonders, and to Britain's king: 


With equal juſlice and hiſtoric care bs 


Their laws, their toils, their arms with his compare 
Confels the various attributes of fame 
Collected and compleat in F7/lian:'s name: | 
To all the liſt ning world relate 8 
20 


(As thou doſt his ſtory read) 
That nothing went before ſo great; 
And nothing greater can ſucceed. 


— 
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Vertice ſublimi ſurgat, tua maxima cura, 
Bello & pace potent: Latium: Fartiſſi ma corda, 
Egregios rerum dominos dabat Itala tellus, 
Felix prole virũm; facundam hanc aſpice gentem, 
Romanoſque tuos; huc wertere, Qaltius omnem 
Naſcentis prima repetens ab origine regni 
E xpedias famam ; pulchro in certamine pubem 


Oppone Auſoniam, & cedat fua palma merenti. 


Si potuit ferro Latii turbare colonos 
Palantes Mavorte /atus, fi ruſtica late 
Regna domare armis ; rapte fine more Sabine 
Surgenti fame, cepti/que ingentibas obſtant. 
Sacra deiim, ſanctaſgue aras, & templa tueri 
Cura Numam /ubiit ; [ed frigida dextera bello, 


Non haſtam torquere ſciens, enſemque rotare 


4 j 
Fulmineum, juvenumquemanus armare frementum 


Conſiliis, eſio, Fabii romana wigebant | 
Arma: at res omnes gelide tardeque miniſtrans, 
Dilator nimiim ſapiens ingrata trahebat 
Bella. quid immani patrem pietate cruentum 
Ultorum Brutum referam ? forteſque ſub armis 


_ Zmilium, Decium, Curium? tot magna animorum | 


Nos exemplia monent, qud poſſit lege libido 
Frænari, & quantum cedat wirtutibus aurum : 
Hoc guoque ſed nimium gaudens popularibus auris, 
Hos rapit ambitio, tumidogue ſuperbia faſtu 
Oftentans humileſque caſas,  parvoſque penates. 
Sit quanguam illuſtris, primos inglorius annos 
Scipiades egit: nec mens invicta Catonis _ 
Semper erat, tunc faſſa metum, vel viſa fateri, 
Cum ceſſit fato, & lucem indignata refugit. 
Julius exter nos fi uſtrd domat, omnia Rom 
Subjiciens, Romam gue ibi; ſurgitquetriumphans 
_ Aﬀir7os cives ſuper, oppreſſumque ſenatum 
Imperium lene Auguſtus, patriamgue ſubactam 
Mollia vinc'la pati juſſit: ſed vincula paſſa eſt, 


Purpureum cultu inſolito venerata tyraunu m. 


Fas 
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Thy native Latium was thy darling care, 

Prudent in peace, and terrible in war : | 
The boldeſt virtues that have govern'd earth 25 
From Latium's fruitful wombderive their birth. 
Then turn to her fair-written page: 

From dawning childhood to eſtabliſh'd age, | 
The glories of her empire trace: | 
Confront the heroes of thy Roman race : 30> 
And let the juſteſt palm the victor's temples grace. c 


The ſon of Mars reduc'd, the trembling ſwains, 
And ſpread his empire o'er the diſtant plains : 

But yet the Sabins violated charms | 

Obſcur'd the glory of his riſing arms. 35 
Numa the rites of ſtrict religion knew; 1 


1 8 ev'ry altar laid the incenſe due; 


 UnſkilPd to dart the pointed ſpear, 
Or lead the forward youth to noble war. 

Stern Brutus was with toomuch horror good, 40 
Holding his Faſces ſtain'd with filial blood. 
Fabius was wile, but with exceſs of care : 

He ſav'd his country; but prolong'd the war: 
While Decius, Sane. Curius, greatly fought; ; 
And by their ſtrict examples taught, 4.3 
How wild defires ſhould-be controll'd; 
And how much brighter virtue was, than gold ; 
They ſcarce their ſwelling thirſt of fame could hide; 
And boaſted poverty with too much pride. 50 
Exceſs in youth made Scipio leſs revei'd : | 
And Cato dying ſeem'd to own, he fear'd. 

Julius with honour tam'd Rome's foreign foes : 

But patriots fell, e're the dictator roſe. 

And while with clemency Auguſtus reign'd. 
The monarch was ador'd, the city chain'd. 5 


With 
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Fas veterum laudes juſtis celebrare triumphis : 
Fas etiam errores, atque omnia ferre ſub auras, 
Stare loco impatiens magna ſeſe impete werſat 
Vivida vis animi, patrii ceu Tybridis anda, 
Cui nunc lene fluens rigat agros dulcis aguæ font; 
Vortice nunc rapids volvit ſe turbidus amnis ; 
Et limo caſtas obſcœno polluit undas : 
Diis quanguam geniti, atque invicti viribus nt, 

Mortalem infecto faſſi ſunt ſanguine matrem. 


Decolor ex illo witiis dominantibus ætas 
Degenerare auſa eft : rumpit vinc'la omnia miles 
Acer, acerba fremens ; majeſiatemque verendam 
Effrenis violat rabies: jam ſegnior annis, 

Deficit illa olim rerum pulcherrima Roma; 

Heu viæx agroſces veteris veſtigia forme : 
Donec gens diwũm, nati venientibus anni, 
Heron m novus erdo datur, nova lumina ſurgunt; 


Heſperioque dies melior procedit olympo. 


Apiceè ut inſignis ſpoliis Pharamondus op:mis 
Iigreditur, magnuſque aquilis qui lilia junxit 
Carolus; inde alii, quos Gallica terra triumphis 
Dives alit, genus acre wvirum, ſpeZataque bello 
Pectora. ſed major nunc rerum apparet imago 
 Sanguinez en lauri, victriciaque arma Wilhelmi 
Normanni : viden externis quanta intonet oris 
Teudorum manu; armipotens, & nomina magna, 
Plantagenum metuenda domus? quid plurima wirtus 
Ambor um potuit, te wictrix Anglia, teffor, 
Duam labor heroum imperio maria omnia circum 
Aeruit, fundanſque armis, & legibus ornans: 
Felix, fi nunquam regnandi dira cupids 
Cognatas acies paribus concurrere telis 
Egiſſet, patrieque in wiſcera wertere UIres : 
lla aflicka ſed:t, variisque incerta triumpbis, 
Cui detcalia jugo, quem fit paſſura Hrannum. 


Dus Deſideri ſoboles qu3 Ceſar Adolphus, 
| Naſfoviique a/ii ropiunt, celeberrima prole; ? 


Omnes 


— 
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With juſteſt honour be their merits dreſt: 

But be their failings too confelt : 

Their virtue, like their Tyber's flood, 
Rolling, its courſe defign'd the country's good: 
But oft the torrent's too impetuous ſpeed 60 
From the low earth tore ſome polluting weed: 

And with the blood of Fove there always ran 

Some viler part, ſome tincture of the man. 


Few virtues after theſe fo far prevail, 

But that their vices more than turn the ſcale: 65 

} Valourgrown wild by pride, and pow'r by rage, 
Did the true charms of majeſty impair ; ER 
Rome by degrees advancing more in age, 8 
Show'd {:d remains of what had once been fair: 

Till heav'n a better race of men ſupplies ; 70 
And glory ſhoots new beams from weſtern ſkies. 


Turn then to . and Charlemain, 
And the long heroes of Ga/!/c train; 


Experienc'd chiefs, for hardy proweſs known, 
And bloody wreaths in vent'rous battles won. 
From the firſt William, our great Norman king, 

The bold Plantagenets, and Tudors bring; | 

Illuftrious virtues, who by turns have roſe, 

In foreign fields to check Britannia's foes; | 
With happy laws her empire to ſuſtain ; _ 89 
And with full power aſſert her ambient main: 

Bt ſometimes too induſtrious to be great, 
Nor patient to expect the turns of fate, 

They open'd camps deform'd by civil fight: 
And made proud conqueſts trample over right : 
Diſparted Britain mourn'd their doubtful iway ; 
And dreaded both, when neither would obey. 


| From Didier, and imperial Adolph. trace 
The glorious offspring of the Naſſas race, 


es 
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Omnes illuftres „ amnes in utrumque parati, 

Aut patriam tutari, aut certæ occumbere morti. 

Has juxta Auriacus pleno fluit agmine Janguis, 
Inmortale genus: primuſque en! martius aufor 
Corniger ; inde heros qui bello a corpore nomen 

| Obtinuit ; noſco crines, frontemque venuſtum 
Francigenæ juwenis ; domus hinc Chalonia mixta ef 
Naſſoviis; /zde/que novas, Rhenumque bicornem 
inde petit, linquens Rhodanum, ripamgue 1 


Famque Stuartiadum ſeries langiſſi ma n 
_ Emccat. ills dis magna ditione tenebat 
Efrænem populum & duris regna horrida gleb:s : 
Donec fata Deim, & luſtris labentibus atas 
Scotorum manibus tranſcribe ſceptra jubebant 
Anglica ; feceruntque omnes uno ore Britannos. 


Atque hic, nagne deus, cum res abs no FEY 
Sis bonus O ! paſſi mgue oculos per cuncta ferenti 
Si quid forte tibi occurrat de gente Stuartiim 
Infelix ; (utcungue ferent ea fata minores ) 

Pro patria, obteſtor, pro majeftate Britanni 
Imperii nihil ingratum, nihil acre dolores 
Obductos vulgare fi nas : preme, Jane, tenebris, 
Quæ laudare nequis ; teque ad meliora reſerves. 


| Urqueerit ad Nomen wentum, quod flebile ſemper 


Semper honoratum (Sic Di woluiftis ) habemus 
Supprime ſingultus, Submiſſã & woce dolores 

Hes compeſce, tuo ne dota Britannia Ice 

Ire iterum in lachrymas, iterum gemebunda querelam 
Integret infandam ; ſtilletgue cruore recenti 

2 ternum crudele patens fub pectore vulnus. 


Dus jam raptus abis ? Naſſovi, Jane, latores 
Hoegredere O! magnes, atque amplum claude volumen. 
En! infant vitor nutu dum temperat iras 
Turbati populi : jacet en ! Tirynthius alter; 
| Ardenteſque hoſtes, & fibila colla tumentes 
Sternit ; & in canis infans ſe vindicat heros. 


81 
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Devoted lives to publick liberty ; 
'The chief ſtill dying or the country free. 
Then ſee the kindred blood of Orange flow, 
From warlil:e Cornet, thro' the loins of Beau; | 
Thro' Chain next; and there with Naſſau joyn, 95 
From Rhone's fair banks tranſplanted to the Rhine. 


Bring next the royal liſt of S/2az?'s forth, 
Undaunted minds that ruPd the rugged north ; ; 
Till heav'ns decrees by rip'ning times are {ſhown ; 
Till Scotland's kings aſcend the Exg/:/> throne ; 101 
And the fair rivals live for e ever one. = 8 


7 mighty deity, | 
Be kind; and as thy ſearching eye 
Does our modern ſtory trace, 106 
F. Finding ſome of Stuart's race | 
_ Unhappy, pals their annals by ; 
No harſh reflection let remembrance raiſe ; 
_ | Forbear to mention, what thou can'ft not praiſe. 
But as thou dwelP upon that heav'nly “ Name, 
To grief for ever ſacred as to fame; 111 
Oh ! read it to thy ſelf; in ſilence weep 3 ; 
And thy convulſive ſorrows inward k 
Leſt Fritain's grief ſhould waken at the ad; 
And blood guſh freſh from her eternal wound. 
Whither would'ſ thou further look ? 
Read /i/liam's acts, and cloſe the ample book: 
Peruſe the wonders of his dawning life; ET 
How, like Alcides, he began ; 8 | 


With infant patience calm'd feditious Arife ; ; 
And quad the inakes which round * cradle ran. 


* Mary. | Delcribs 
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En! quantis tollit fe rebus firmior ætas? 

Duales primitiæ juvents, belligue ferocis 

Dura rudimenta, & primis nova gloria in armis ? 
Sublimis marte adverſo, mitiſque ſecundb, 
Eventus omnes, & ineluctable fatum 

Subjecit pedibus : non mens elata triumphis, 

Nan depreſſa malis : ſed in omnia pettus honeſtum 
Fertur idem, fatis contraria fata rependens. 
Dum curas hominum, dum ſpes contemnit inanet, 
Fortunæque vices cacas ; quocunque cadat res, 
Hoc animo fixum ſodet, æternumque ſedebit, 

& Parcere ſubjectis, & debellare ſuperbos. 


En! totum heroem, maturum, & ſceptra tenentem 
Contemplare virum : en |! ut juſta fulminet ira 
Terrarum egregius vindex ; placiduſque wolentes 
Per populos det jura; inſeſto & leniat hofti 
Pectora flexanimus victor; mitiſque jacentiim 
Dat vitam lachrymis ! quo pectora fida ſuorum 
Amplecti ſtudio properat? quam totus in illis ? 
Aud m curas pater indulgens deſcendit in omnes? 
Mec regem pudet officio certare priorem. 

Hac arte, 6 bellis ingen:, ingentior alm 

Morum temperie, dewincis corda benignis 

Aſſueta imperiis: longes hac arte triumphas 
Maxime wifor agis, cum teque animoſque tuorum, 
Pacatumque regas æquis virtutibus orbem. 


Per warias viteque vices, operumque colores 
Idem cautus honos, metuens & gratia culpe, 
Puraque ſimplicitas tota deſcripta tabelle 

E ulget; conſtanſque ſibi ſervatur ad inum. 
Victores caſtra ingrederis ? Certamina nulla 
Cum wits, belli nulla horrida figna cruenti 
Apparent infixa agris: non militis ardor 
Tarbavit pectus; nec purpura picta ſuperbes 
Induxit regum faſtus ; jed fama peric'lo 
Explorata, ¶ velut fulvum fornacibus aurum, 
 Emicat innocuo : fruſtra wulcania peftis 
Circùm immane fremit: contemptorique minatur 
Flamma ſuo: caco contra dominata furori 


Arden 


2 
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Deſcribe his youth, attentive to alarms, 
By dangers form'd, and perfected in arms; 
When conqu'ring mild, when conquer'd not diſgrac'd ; 
By wrongs not leſſen d, nor by triumphs rais'd: 125 

Superior to the blind events 8 
74 Of little human accidents; 
9 And conſtant to his firſt decree, 


To curb the proud, to ſet the injur'd free; 
To bow the haughty neck, and raiſe the f uppliant ( 
= x 

His opening years to riper manhood bring ; ; 131 


And ſee the hero perfect in the king: 

Imperious arms by manly reaſon ſway'd, 

And power ſupreme by free conſent obey d: 

With how much haſte his mercy meets his foes; 

And how unbounded his forgiveneſs flows : 

With what defire he makes his ſubjects bleſs'd, 

His favours granted e're his throne addreſs'd : 

What trophies o'er our captiv'd hearts he rears, | 
By arts of peace more potent, than by wars: 1460 
|| How o'er himſelf, as o'er the world, he reigns, 


His morals —__ ning what his law ordains. 


2 Thro' all his thread of life 1 0 ſpun, 

Becoming grace and proper action run: 

| The piece by virtue's equal hand is wrought, 

| Mix'd with no crime, and ſhaded with no fault : 

No footſteps of the victor's rage | 

Left in the camp, where William did engage 5 

No tincture of the monarch's pride | 8 
150 


Upon the royal purple ſpyd: 
His fame, like gold, the more tis _ 
|| The more ſhall it's intrinſic worth proclaim ; 
Shall paſs the combat of the ſearching flame, 
And triumph o'er the vanquiſſ'd heats 
* 08 F For 
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Ardens ſpectatur virtus, ponduſque nitoremque 
Ilæſum ſervans ; & amico vivit in igne. 


Unum, Jane, oro ( quando nos noſtrague mor u 
Debemur ) magni ſaltem mirac'la Wilhelmi 
E xuperare, virumque ſinas wolitare per ora 
Ut nati anos, o&f qui naſcentur ab illis 
Virtutem ex ills moniti, pulchrumque laborem 
Cognoſcant, & ſancta procul veſtigia adorent. 
E xoriare aliquis, regis qui geſta Britanni, 
Fatague fortunaſque docens, moreſque manuſque 
( Argumentum ingens! ) wiwvis committere chartis 
Aufs, & ſerum producere nomen in avum: 
Cum ſtatuæ, multo cum victum tempore marmor, 
LEraque labentur ; cum bello ſæwior omni, 
 Invidioſa dies fame monumenta Britannæ, 
Delebit: tardis cum Sabis flexibus ibit 
Per terras mutata novas; ſerique nepotes 
Duzrent, qua ſtabant immania ſaxa Namurce. 


En! urbem, dicent, guæ quondam condidit aftris 

| Ambitioſa caput ; toties que pertulit omnem 

Irriſi nubem belli: ſed non ita ſenſit 
Armatos Britonas ; von irrita tela Wilhelmi 

E xperta eft ; vaſtis dum victor turribus inftans, 

Cum populo, & fignis victricibus, & maznis diis, 


| Fundamenta quatit ; mortaliaque agmina fruſtra 


Contra Naſſovium atque Jovem, contrague Minervam 
Tela tenent : medio diſcrimine cædis & ignis, | 
Ceu Perſeus per aperta wolans, ipſe arduus arces 
Oppoſitas ſeandit ; fruſtraque objefa retardant 
Flumina, flammarumgue glabi, ſcopuligue minaces. 

En! tandem ſummis inſultans arcibus heres; 


| Atque Angli juxta, fulgentia figna, leo nes. 


Et jam ſinis erat, cum victor wertice ab alto 
Deſpexit Gallum attonitum, & tum libera vinc l 
Littoraque, & latos populos ; pacemgque filenti 
Indulfit felicem orbi: longe audiit ether, | 

Bt terre, & fluvii; jamgue ibat molior undi: 


Moſa 


1 Y 


hy) '» 1 
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For ever coming out the ſame, 155 
And loſing nor it's luſtre, nor it's weight. 


Fame be William juſt ; . 
To faithful hiſtory his — truſt: 
Command her, with peculiar care 
To trace each toil, and comment ev'ry war: N 
HFis ſaving wonders bid her write, 161 
In characters diſtinctly bright; 
That each revolving age may read 
The patriet's piety, the hero's deed : 
And ſtill the fire inculcate to his ſon, 
Tranſmiſſive leſſons of the king's renown : 
That William's glory ſtill may live 
When all that preſent art can give, 
The pillar d marble, and the tablet braſs, | 
Mould'ring, drop the victor's praiſe: 170 
When the great Monuments of his pow” r 
| Shall now be viſible no more : 
When Sambre ſhall have chang'd her winding flood ; 
And children aſk, where Namur ſtood. | 


Namar, N city, how her tow'rs were arm'd ! 

How ſhe contemn'd th' approaching foe! 176 

Till ſhe by William's trumpets was alarm'd ; 

And ſhook, and ſunk, and fell beneath his blow. 
Fove and Pallas, mighty pow” __ 


— Guided the hero to the hoſtile tow'rs. 


Per/eus ſeem'd leſs ſwift in war, 181 
When wing' d with ſpeed, he flew thro” air. | 
Embatt'd nations ſtrive in vain, 

The hero's glory to reſtrain : | 0; 
Streams arm'd with rocks, and mountains red with fire, 
In vain againſt his force conſpire. 
| Behold him from the dreadful height appear! 

And jo, Britannid's lions waving there! 


Europe freed, and France repell'd, 1 
Ihe hero from the height beheld: 190 
|} He ſpake the word, that war and rage {hould ceaſe: 

TT. 7. He 
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Moſa, feru/que ſuas Rhenus compeſcuit iras. 

Continus leges eternaque fœdtera certis | 

Impoſuit manus æqua locis; quam fingula metam, 

Et quem queque ferat dominum, quem quæ que recuſet 

Gens, ſemel edixit; mirantemque admonet orbem, 
Duantus amor populi, . reverentia mitem 

Proſequitur regem: comes indiviſus amico 

Aaſtat honas lateri : ſupra caput explicat alas 

| Libertas firmata novas ; pulchreque ſorores 

Et virtus & fama, pari diſcrimine certant, | | 
Utrum ornare magis regemne, Virumne deceret. 


Juid loquor ? aut ubi ſum? quis me per opaca viarum 
Ire furor ſuadet ® quos Muſa afſurgit in auſus ? 
Dum watis furias Thebani concipit ( ignes 
O | conciperet fimiles ! ) Te Jane relinguit, 
Teque araſque tuat, ut caelum & fidera tentet ; 
Demens ! que nimbos & non imitabile fulmen 
Pindaricum fimulare auſa eſt. Da, Jane, fur enti, 
Da weniam Muſz, ſua quam rapit ampla volantem 
Materia; & tollit volvens ſub naribus ignem 
Pegaſus ardua in aſtra; neque audit anhelus habenas. 
Cum latos campos, immenſumque aſpicit equor, 
Expatiatur equus ; vix heret Muſa frementi, 
Nec ſcit, qua ſi iter; nec fi ſciat, imperet illi. 
Saxa per, & ſcopulot, & depreſſas convalles 
Inſegui tur regem; telluſgue ſub ungue tonanti 
1a gemit; reboant Hluægue, & magrus Olympus. 


Nunc caſus Muſa antiguos, annoſque reducit 
Præterites, patriiſque virum meditatur in arvis. 
Hic Britonum motus curd, lachrymiſque ſuorum 
Conſilium vulta tegit ; & ſecum ante peratum 
Belli & regnorum volvit ſub pectore fatum : 

Et mox armetas byberno ſydere claſſes 
| Molitur ; contraque iras celique, mariſque, 


Impa- 


Pleas'd to confeſs him, not ſo great as good: 


To mind the rider's voice, or hear the reins : 
When glorious fields and opening camps he views; 


She now beholds him on the Belgic hows: | 
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He bid the Mae/e and Rhine in ſafety flow ; 


And dictated a laſting peace 
To the rejoicing world below. 


To reſcu'd ſtates, and vindicated crowns, 195 
His equal hand preſcrib'd their ancient bounds ; 


Ordain'd whom ev'ry province ſhould ob 


How far each monarch ſhould extend his Gas: 


Taught 'em how clemency made pow'r rever'd; 
And that the prince belov'd was truly fear'd. 
Firm by his fide unſpotted honour ſtood, 201 
His head with brighter beams fair virtue deckt, 

Than thoſe which all his num'rous crowns __ 


 Eftabliſh'd freedom clap'd her joyful 
N the firſt of mes and beft of 


Whither would the muſe aſpire 
With Pindar's rage without his fire ? 


Pardon me, Fanus, 'twas a fault, 
Created by too great a thought: 


Mindleſs of the God and day, 1 

I from thy altars, Janus, ſtray, = 
From thee, and from my ſelf, born far nite 3 

The fiery Pegaſus | diſdains 


215 
He runs with an unbounded looſe; 


Hardly the muſe can fit the headſtrong horſe ; 


Nor would ſhe, if ſhe could, check his impetuousforce : 
With the glad noiſe the cliffs and vallies ring; 
What ſhe, thro? earth and air, . the king. 


223 
Whilſt Britain's tears his ready help implore, 


. Diſſembling for her ſake his riſing cares, 


And with wiſe ſilence pond' ring vengeful wars. 
She thro' the raging ocean now 


Views him advancing his auſpicious prow; 


_ Combating adverſe winds, and winter ſeas, 


Sighing &1 the moments that defer our cale ; ; : 
„„ Daring 
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Impavidus grande urget iter: tum ſanguine multe 


| Tutandas Anglorum arces, oblataque regna 
Occupat ; amiſſo fluitantem errare magiſtro 


Senſit; & ip/e ratem turbatis rexit in undis. 
Tanque alias hinc in lacrymas, alia horrida bella, 
Per deſolate regna infelicia Iernes 

Diva virum ſequitur ; uctuſque irrumpit in alles 
Bovindæ bells undantis ; tum Naidas ad /e 
Impatiens trepidas wocat; hortaturgue Jorores 


| Maturare fugam, quantuſque emer erat heros, 


o narrare patri: vanum ille timorem 


| Riatt ; eamque manum victis apnoſcit in undis, 
 Imperio dignam Pelagi, ſewvaque tridente. 


Hinc pleno Britonum wider ſubit oftia velo, 
Stans celſd in puppi : pueri, innuptæque puellæ, 


E Fufigue patres, reſonantia littora circum 
Sacra canunt reduci : ſed reppulit ille moleflum 


Officium ; poſcitque animos, laude/que recuſat. 
Max charos iterum Belgas, /edeſque ſuorum, 
Ft patriam, & toties raptos ex hoſte penates 
Hoſes adit ; varii pepuli, diverſaque figna, 
E xternique duces omnes ſocia arma ferentes 


| Communem celeberare ducem ; quam tardus ad iran, 
Qud m placidus victor, fortunatuſque laborum 


Securus palmæ, dum pradam rejicit heros! 


Nunc wer/z ſcene diſcedunt | ; altera rerum 
Nunc furgit facics : alid ſub luce videri 


| Heros grandis amat ; ſucceſſuque altior ip/o 


Innumerts belli fpolus, partiſque trophais 
Pacem lætus emit : jam virgo reddita terras 
Pacatas wifit ; jamque aurea tempora circum 


Felices ſecura quatit concordia pennas. 


Mox ad Danubium, raucæ que Propontidis undam, 
Eoaſque plagas, alis audacibus ardenn 


Muſa valat; letbi qua jam diſcrimine paruo 


Stunt acies, utringue necem lugubro minantes 
Hi motus animorum, ire, infandigue paratus, 


Compreſſa belli rabie, ſuſdenſa tenentur 3 Dose 
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Daring to wield the ſceptre's dang' rous weight, 
And taking the command, to ſave the ſtate: 
'Tho' ere the doubtful gift can be ſecur d, 
New wars muſt be ſuſtain'd, new wounds endur'd. 


Thro' rough Jerne's camp ſhe ſound alarms, 
And kingdoms yet to be redeem'd by arms ; 
In the dank marſhes finds her glorious theme : 
And plunges after him thro' Beyn's fierce ſtream. _ 
She bids the Nere:ds run with trembling haſte, | 
To tell old Ocean how the hero paſt. 2240 
The God rebukes their fear, and owns the praiſe 
Worthy that arm, whoſe empire he obeys. | 


Back to his Albion ſhe delights to bring 

The humbleſt victor, and the kindeſt king. . 
Albion, with open triumph, would receive 245 
Fer hero, nor obtains his leave: TI 
Firm he rejects the Altars, ſhe would raiſe ; 

And thanks the zeal, while ſhe declines the praiſe. 
Again ſhe follows him thro' Belgia's land. 
And countries often ſav d by William's hand: 250 
Hears joyful nations bleſs thoſe happy toils, | 
Which freed the people, but return'd the ſpoils. 

In various views ſhe tries her conſtant theme ; 

Finds him in councils, and in arms, the ſame : 

When certain to o'ercome, inclin'd to fave ; 

Tazdy to vengeance, and with mercy, brave. 


Sudden, another ſcene employs her ſight ; 


she ſets her hero in another light: 


_ Paints his great mind ſuperior to ſucceſs, 

| Declining conqueſt, to eftabliſh Peace: 2860 
She brings Afræa down to earth again, a 

And quiet, brooding o'er his future reign. 


Then with unweary'd wing the goddeſs ſoars 
_ Eaſt over Danube and Propontis thoars; 
Where jarring empires, ready to engage, 265 
Retard their Armies, and ſuſpend IS rage; Ta 
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Donec conſilia ingentis Ppectata Wilhelmi 
Oſtendant, pacemne colant, an in arma ferantur. 
Dug regio in terris, ubi regis fœdera ſancta, 
Aut leges placidæ ignote ? que regna per orbem 


( Qualemcunque fidem, dominum eee fatentur ) 
Communem Auriaco dubitent ſubmittere cauſam ? 


Hinc ad hyperboream glaciem, montoſque nivales 

Uxget diva viam, qua Muſcoviticus altum 

Fulminat ad Tanaim Cæſar; nutugue tremendo 

Jura quaterdenis juvenis dat gentibus unus : 

Hic tamen, hic Cæſar perculſus nomine regis 

Majoris, non legatis, neque dulce mwniſtris 

Officium impatiens cefſit 3 /e, ſe ipſe, fuumque 

Objecit caput, infidi maris omnia vincens 

Tædia, dimidiumque orbis poſt terga relinguens, 

Tangeret ut ſanftam, per quam ſtetit Anglia, dextram. 

Hujus in imperio tumidum, magnumque fluentem 

| Cernere erat Volgam ; multa cui ſpumeus undd, 

| Saxoſumque fonans, obſtantia pondera terrens 

Aut ſecum rapit, aut immiti gurgite mergit. 

Sed noſtrum, ſed Muſa ſuum tibi, Tame, tuiſue 

Riwis aſſimulat regem: non amnis abundans, | 

Sed plenus per opima virũ m fortem abſque furore Ts 

Fundit aquam, tardoque procul longuore ſerenam : | 

Quoſcunque 6 ! — lambis pulcherrimus agros, | 

Omnia ibi ridere facis: tibi candida Nats | | 

Purpureas inter violas, & ſuave rubentes | | 

Vota facit reſoluta roſas : te lentus in umbra 1 
Labentem expetat paſtor : te mollia prata, | 

T7 ſitiunt croceis halantes floribus Horti. 


250 feror ? ance abii? tugue, audaciſſima Muſa, 
Quo peritura ruis ? fi formidabile littus, 

Si Lycios temnas ſaltus, fataliaque arva, 
Bellerophontzi que [ignavere furores ; 
4, ſequere infidos ventos, nova nomina lapfu 
8 ubjedts poſitura undis : ta ſurda monenti 
Ardet in aſtra magis ; per que inconceſſa diei 

1 Luxu- 


u. x u- 
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Till Villiam's word, like that of fate, declares, 
If they ſhall ſtudy peace, or lengthen wars. 
How facred his renown for equal laws, 


To whom the world defers it's common cauſe ! 
How fair his friendſhips, and his leagues how juſt, 


Whom ev'ry nation courts, whom all religions truſt ! 


From the Meotis, to the northern ſea, 
The goddeſs wings her deſp'rate way; 


Sees the Young Mufſcovite, the mighty head, 275 


Whoſe ſov'reign terror forty nations dread, 
Inamour'd with a greater monarch's praiſe; 
And paſſing half the earth, to his embrace: 
She in his rule beholds his Folga's force, 


O'er precipices, with impetuous ſway - > ly 


Breaking, and as he rowls his rapid courſe, 
Drowning, or bearing down, whatever meets his way. 
But her own king ſhe likens to his Thames, | 
With gentle courſe devolving fruitful ſtreams ;. 


Serene yet ſtrong, majeſtic yet ſedate, 235 


Swift, without violence, without terror, great. 


Each ardent nymph the riſing current craves : 


Each ſhepherd's pray'r retards the parting waves: 
The vales along the bank their ſweets diſcloſe : 
Freſh flowers for ever riſe, and fruitful harveſt grows. 


Yet whither would th' advent'rous goddeſs go? 
Sees ſhe not clouds, and earth, and mainbelow ? 
Minds ſhe the dangers of the Lycian coaſt, 
And fields, where mad Bellerophon was loſt ?. | 
Or is her tow'ring flight reclaim'd 295 
By ſeas, from [carus's downfal nam'd? | 


— 208 


Vain is the call, and uſeleſs the advice: 
To wileperſuakon deaf, and human cries. 
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Luxuriazs ſpatia æterni, petit intima diviim | 

Sacra, Jovem, fimilemque Jovis, dicura Wilhelmum : 
Indefega illi maturos poſcit honores ; 

Illi ut olympiacæ referantur præ mia palmæ, 

Duam welox Theron, quam vaſtis viribus ingens 

Sperabat nunquam Chromius : Muſam illius ergo 
Per nitidos orbes lucis, campoſque patentes 

Dulcis raptat amor: juvat explorare priorum 

Cur iter ignotum : ſed inextricabilis error, 

Et cæcæ ambages, quas una reſolvere virtus 

Naſſovii acwit, /ecuram, © wana tumentem 

E xuperant longè divam ; jamque æthere toto 
Præcipitata agitur; jam torti fulminis inſtar 

Fertur; & horrificis tonat exanimata ruinis, 

O cæptum ſublime! infelix exitus aut 

Nobilis] 5 Muſa, & wires pro nomine tanto 

Exiguæ ! ſed fic potius cecidifſe juvabit | 

dentem, quam venã humili inferiora ſecutam 

| Radere iter medium, tutaſque extendere pennas. 


Nunc ad te, & tua ſacra, pater, turbamgue jonantems, 


{ Matres atgae wiros ) que circum plurima clauſas 
Fuſa fores, pacem Britonum, vitamgue Wilhelmi 
Ardens implorat, nunc ambitioſa vagantes 
Muſa modes revocet ! tuque 6 ! qua ſœcula fronte 
Jane wides ventura, Rheæ genetricis in aluum 
Deſcendas, partiis ubi ſemina prima futuri, 
Et teneræ ſpecies, fimulachraque carcere clauſs 
Mixta jacent ; donec magnum per inane coadta 
Mox durare jubes & rerum ſumere for mas. 
Tum tua vox, divine autor, tua cæca relaxat 
Spiramenta manus ; juſtis emiſſa figuris * 
Dum veſtit junfura decens & amabilis ordo. 
Sed nimium SE hora fugam meditata perennen; 
| Tranfit & æternam repetunt naſcentia noctem. 


Non de naa. ſurgentes ere. triamphi, . 
Captivi currus, ereptagque ab hoſte trophea ; 
Nen ciwilis honas guercũ s, non umbra coronæ 


Vuralis, laurique novur decus addere gi 
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Yet upward ſhe inceſſant flies; 


Reſolv d to reach the high empyrean ſphere, 300 


And tell great ove, ſhe ſings his image here; 
To aſk for Villiam an olympic crown, 
To Chromius ſtrength, and Theron's ſpeed unknown : 
Till loft in trackleſs fields of ſhining day, 
Unable to diſcern the way, 305 
Which ey gut? virtue only could explore, 
Untouch'd, unknown, to any mule before, 
She, from the noble precipices thrown, 
Comes ruſhing with uncommon ruin down. I 
Glorious attempt! unhappy fate ! 310 
The ſong too ring, and the theme too great ! 
Yet rather thus ſhe wills to die, 8 
Than in continu'd annals live, to ſing, 
A ſecond hero, or a vulgar king; 


And with ignoble ſafety fly, 315 


In ſight of earth, along a middle ſky. 


To Janus altars, and the numerous throng, 
That round his myſtic temple preſs, 
For William's life and Albion's peace, 
Ambitious muſe, reduce the roving ſong. 
Fanus, caſt thy forward eye 1 
Future, into great Rhea's pregnant womb; 
Where young Ideas brooding lye, 
And tender images of things to come : 


Till by thy high commands releas'd ; 325 
Till by x > hand in proper atoms dreſs'd, 1 
In decent order they advance to light; Woo 3: 

Yet then too ſwiftly fleet by human ſight ; 

And meditate too ſoon their everlaſting flight. 


Nor beaks of ſhips in naval triumph born, 330 


Nor ſtandards from the hoſtile ramparts torn, 


Nor trophies brought from battles won, 
Nor oaken wreath, nor mural crown 
Can any future honours give 

To the victorious monarch's name: 
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Angliaco poſſunt; ſatis illum conſcia wirtus, 
Geftaque ſubli mem tollunt : ad ſydera raptim 
Vi propria nituntur, opiſque haud indiga noſtræ. 
Nunc ergo, ut populus felix cum rege potenti 
Fortunis paribus ſurgat ; compagibus arctis 
Claudantur belli porte : et jam, myſtice cuſtos, 
Mititor 6! jam, dive, precor, melioribus orbis 
Auſpiciis, alioſque dies, aliumque tenorem 
Tandem habeat, jubeas : hic ferrea deſinat ætas 
Magna, eſto, ſed ferrea erat ) faſſuſque metallum 
Pulchrius anno: um ſe gratior explicet ord. 

| Haud iterum pavidos bellum turbabit agreſtes: 
At ſecura quies, at mollis ſomnus, amores 
Fucundi, ſuaveſque joci cum dulcibus boris 
Perpetuum ducant orbem: hoc d cardine rerum 
Paulatim incipiant magni procedere menſes : 

Atque his flava Ceres, his for moſiſſi ma Flora 
— 3 ſurgatque novo gens aurea lie le. | 


Immunis belli, 3 innixa Wilhelmi 
Terra Britanna ſui, ſedeat; ſpectetque ruinas, 
Et cladem, & lachrymas, quarum pars nulla futura 1 
Externas ; ire&que hominum miſeretur inanis. 
Ila inter motas fatum immutabilegentes 
Diſpenſet; vincantque illæ quas vincere maVu * 
Sic noto celſos tuti ſub matribus agni 
Balatu implebunt colles : fic wallibus imis, 
Irriguos amnes inter, ſeges aurea in Altum 
Surget ; & ip/a ſuas mirabitur Anglia meſſe: * 
Delicias diva eternas dum pectore pleno 


Eundet ; & ambroſios ſpirabit wertice odores.. 


Aulai antique cæcis exorta ruinis 
( Qua turres albas, veterum penetralia regun 
Wolſei fabricata manu, Henricique labores, 
Cernere erat juvenile caput phænicis ad inſtar 
Regia lublimis tollat, melioribus, oro, 
Auſyicits ; & que fuerit minus obwvia flammis. 
aw; auguſta, * dominogue ſimillima mag no, 


Pardat 
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> oreign calamity, and diſtant war; | 
Of which let her, great heav'n, no portion bear. 


Let fair abundance on her breaſt be ſhed : 
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The plenitude of William's fame l 
Can no accumulated ſtores receive. 
Shut then, auſpicious god, thy ſacred gate, 
And make us happy, as our king is great. 

Be kind, and with a milder hand, 
Cloſing the volume of the finiſh'd age, 

(Tho' noble, twas an iron page) 

A more delightful leaf . 
Free from alarms, and fierce Bellona's rage: 
Bid the great months begin their joyful round, 
By Flora ſome, and ſome by Ceres crown'd : 


Teach the glad hours to ſcatter, as they fly, 


Soft quiet, gentle love, and endleſs joy: 
Lead forth the years for peace and plenty fam's, 


From Saturn's rule, and better metal nam'd, 350 


Secure by Wilkam's care let Britain ſtand ; 
Nor dread the bold invader's hand: 


From adverſe ſhoars in ſafety let her hear £ 


Betwixt the nations let her hold the ſcale ; 
And as ſhe wills, let either part prevail: 
Let her glad vallies ſmile with wavy corn : 
Let fleecy flocks her riſing hills adorn : 
Around her coaſt let ſtrong defence be ſpread : 


And heav'nly ſweets bloom round the goddeſs head. 


Where the white towers and ancient roofs did ſand, 
Remains of Volſey's, or great Henry's hand, | 


To age now yielding, or devour'd by flame ; 
Let a young Phenix raiſe her tow'ring head : 
Her wings with lengthen'd honour let her ſpread ; 


And by her greatneſs ſhow her builder's fame. 
Auguſt and open, as the hero's mind, | 


Be her capacious courts deſign'd: 
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Pandat ſe veneranda domus: captiva columnæ 
Arna ferant ſacræ, belli monumenta cruenti, 
Spiculaque clypeoſque atque horrida ſanguine ſigna *: 
Stabunt & parii lapides, mediuſque Wilhelmus 
En fdirans : humeruſque recent a vulnere vivis 
| Rorabit guttis: metuens pro vindice mundi 
A tergo apparet Genius, capitique minacem 
Avertit mortem: jacet illa innoxia, iner mis, 
( Nam fic conſuluit Jovis indulgentia terris ) 
. Intrepid: ante pedes herois : tu quogue magnam 
Partem opere in tanto, viridi Bovinda reclinans 
Lecto, habeas, imo ſenior de gurgite wiſus 
Laur:ferum quaſſare caput : ſaxum evomit undas ; 
 fEternique cadunt cæſo de marmore riwi. 


Fugue 6! que fame ſervas monuments Britannæ, 


| Regis opus, regumque decus, cape dona tuorum, 

| Inchta Winſoriæ turris. Tu flellifer ether, 

| Signageris, quibus ipſẽ ſuum & dielecta ſuorum 

Pectora diſtinguit diviſque accedere juſſit 
Naſſovius, proprioque pater decoravit honore. 


Tu circum Ormondi robuſtum myſtica nefens. 
 Finc la genu, potuiſti equitem focium addere regi : 
Redditus his victor terris, ſpokiſque potitus, 
Suppliciter venerans diwi ſub militis aram 

Vota facit: veterum juxta decora alta parentum, 
Botleros inter, victriciague arma Bohuni 

Ipſe ſuum clypeum, ſuaque mula figna ſuperbis 
Poeſtibus aptawit, tanti non immemor heres 
Nominis, aut proaviim dubitans extenders famam ; 
Utcungue illa novi ſecum grave pondus honoris 


Attulit Oſſoridæ mater Naſſovia genti. 


Sacvilli tu, diva, /atus, tu lumine pettus 
Sanctum ornas, ubi dulcis honos, ubi mille placendi 
Conjurant artes; labor unus & una voluptas, 

- a depreſſos, & ſuſtentare jacentes, 
Hos brevis informet fragiles dum ppiritus artus, 
Aaicbus nunquam noftris Sacvillus abibit 
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Let ev'ry ſacred pillar bear 

Trophies of arms, and monuments of war; 

The king ſhall there in Parian marble breathe, 

His ſhoulder bleeding freſh : and at his feet 
Diſarm'd ſhall lie the threat'ning Death: 

For ſo was ſavin ing Fove's decree compleat. ) 

Behind, that angel ſhall be plac'd, whoſe ſhield. 

Sad A in the blow repell'd: 
On the firm baſis, from his oozy bed 

Boyne ſhall raiſe his laurell d head ; 


And his immortal ſtream be known, $66: 


: Artfully waving thro' the wounded ſtone. 


And thou, imperial Wi indſor, ſtand inlarg'd, 

With all the monarch's trophies charg'd : 
Thou, the fair heav'n, that doſt the ſtars incloſe, 
Which William's boſom wears or hand beſtows 


On the great champions, 2 —— his throne, 


And virtues neareſt to his 3580 


Round Or mond's knee thou ty'ſt the WY * 
That makes the knight companion to the king. 
From glorious camps return d, and foreign fields 
Bowing before thy ſainted warrior's ſhrine, 
Faſt by his great forefathers coats, and ſhields 
Blazon'd from Babus's, or from Butler's line, 


He hangs his arms; nor fears thoſe arms ſhould N 
| 


. With an une qual ray; or that his deed | 
With paler glory ſhould recede, 
Eclips'd by theirs ; or lefſen'd by the fame 


Ev'n of his own maternal Naſſau's name. 399 


Thou ſmiling ſeelt great Dorſet O Worth confeſt, 
The ray diſtinguiſhing the patriot's breaſt ; 
Born to protect and love, to help and pleaſe ; $, 
Sov'raign of wit, and ornament of peace. 

O ! long as breath informs this fleeting frame, 


Ne'er let me paſs in filence Dor/ez's name: 403 
| Ne er 


i | 
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| Carminibus ; nunquam labetur pectore chari 
Officium capitis: munus quia maximus ille 


Confert; collatique olim meminiſſe recuſat. 


Fura fidemque patrum, liboratemque Cavendos 
Aſſerere audentes, tuus amplo weftit honore 
Diva, favor: ſtabit longum fortuna per evum 
Alta demiis ; patrioque nitebunt ſidere nat. 

Per te Sanctimauri, per te Talbotia proles, 
Felices ambo, wveftigia magna parentum 
Ambo luſtrantes, ſaxum hoc immobile dum tu 


Servat, nomina erunt, tuque, 6 pars maxima muſe, 


O decus, 6 noſtrum, cui pulchro in corpore virtus 
E micat, & fincera fides, & gratia morum, 
Has ſerſæe, ( preces valeant ſi vatis amici 

Si deus hoc carmen, deus hoc inſpiret Apollo ; ) 
Has tanges aras ; hinc cingula ſacra decors 
Aptabis lateri, weteriſque inſignia fame 
Villerus fueta & tibi non indebita ſumes. 


Artibus intentum melior tum cura vocabit 
Herba Angliacum ; mirantem annalibus orbem 
| Exornare ſuis, ſeroſgue docere nepotes 
| Imperii arcana, & magna exemplaria belli. 
Hinc, ut virtutem dociles, verumque laborem 
Caognoſcant, laudiſque animi accendantur amore; 
| Regis ad exemplum portis ſe prima juventus 


Effundens, dum mane novum, dum gramina canent; 


Per ſaltus, gelidumgue nemus, præruptaquę ſaxa, 

| Nunc cerwvos turbabit agens ; nunc ardua h armis, 
Et wigil ad vocem, qua fitum buccina fignum 
Bellica dat, grave martis opus, ſub imagine luſus, 
Paulatim ex tanto aſſueſcat tolerare magiſtro; 

Et nunc altus eques ſpatiis magna atria circum 
Curwatis fertur; luctantia nunc premit ora 
Bellatoris equi ; nunc torto verbere pronus 
Dat bora, 2 medio fervens in pulwvere, ſtrictum 
Aut enſem quatit, aut certam jacis impiger haſtam, 


Paci, 
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Neer ceaſe to mention the continu'd debt, 
Which the great patron only would forget, 
And duty, long as life, muſt ſtudy to acquit. 


Renown'd in thy ak ſhall Ca' naiſb ſtand, 

Aſſerting legal pow'r, and juſt command: 410 

To the . houſe thy favour ſhall be ſhown, 

The father's ſtar tranſmiſſive to the ſon. 

From thee the Talbots and the Seymour's race 

Inform'd, their ſire's immortal ſteps ſhall trace: 
Happy may their ſons receive 415 

The bright reward, which thou alone canſt give. 

An if a god theſe lucky numbers guide ; 

If ſure Apollo o'er the verſe prefide ; 

Ferſey, belov'd by all: (for all muſt feel | 
The influence of a form and mind, 420 
Where comely grace, and conſtant virtue dwell, 
Like mingl'd ſtreams, more fercible when join. ) 

F erſey ſhall at thy altars ftand ; 
Shall there receive the azure band, 
The faireſt mark of favour and of fame, 
Familiar to the / uliers name. 


Science to raiſe, and knowledge to enlarge, 

Be our great maſter's future ering 
To write his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High ſchemes of government, and plans of wars ; 
By fair rewards our noble youth to raiſe 
To em'lous merit, and to thirſt of Praiſe ; : 
To lead them out from eaſe ere op'ning dawn, 
Through the thick foreſt and the diſtant lawn, 
Where the fleet tag employs their ardent care; | 
And chaſes give them images of war. 436 
To teach them vigilance by falſe alarms ; 
Inure them in feign'd camps to real arms ; 
Practiſe them now to curb the turning ſteed, 
Mocking the foe ; now to his rapid ſpeed 
To give the rein; and in the full career, 
To draw the certain | ſword, or ſend the En ſpear 


Let 
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Pacis amans, ſtudiiſque fawens, ſocia agmina jungant 
Sancta corona ſenum, exemplis monitura minores, 
Dui wirtutis honss, & quid ſapientia poſſit. 
Hos rerum juvet abſcuros penetrare receſſus, 
Et varias cauſas, nature arcana modeſtæ, 
Indiciis aperire novis clariſque repertis. 
Allos degeneri audentes ſuccurrere ſec lo, 
Cura gravis maneat morum; & laber Hercule dignus 
E xonerare repletum immunda forde theatrum. 
| Sermones alii patrios, incertaque verba 
Ad leges fixas rewocent, wenere/que decoras ; 
Ut /ate Angliacis inſtructa annalibas orbis 
Gaudeat, & noftram reſonet gens fingula linguam, 
Vindicis ante pedes quecunque effu/a Britanni, 


Miſerat aut oppreſſa preces, aut hibera grates. | 1 * 
Neglectum in primis carmen, Muſamque jacentem = 
Tollat amica manus: nam reſpondere labori | "oP 
Muſa pio nowit, regi/que rependere amores. - T | 
Ila patrum cineres ſanctos, venerandaque buſta D; 
Vulgari ſecernit humo, famamque filenti 1 Te 
Vindicat @ tumula : per Muſam notus Ulyſſes * 
 Ofpirat adhuc ;, coramgue virum jam cernere fas eſt: 5 
Muſz Agamemnonias palmas, ſempergue recentes Wn 
Con ſer ware datur lauros : eadem illa Wilhelmi, T1 
(Cum ſtatuæ, ſolidague arcus de marmore fidi 1 
Deficient ) longo nomen ſacrum aſſeret æwo, ; 
Haud verò par officium, parteſque premamus W 


Tigrati alternas; cum nil fine Cæſare pulchrum, 
Nil altum muſæ labor inchoat ; altera junctam 
Alterius fic poſeit opem, & conjurat amice. | 
| deneus hinc numeris vigor, & caleſiis origo ; * 
Hinc effulgentes æternã luce Camænæ, | | 
Inform cedente ſitu, tenebriſque fugatis, 
Invida /quallentis vincent oblivia noctis. 


5 - 

Securos Britonum commercia libera portus In 
Omni ex parte petent; totum demiſſa per orbem 1 Le 
Pulchrior hinc Argo, meliari & vellere dives 3 1 
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Let him unite his ſubjects hearts, 
Planting ſocieties for arts 
Some that in nature ſhall true knowledge found, 
And by experiment make precept ſound ; 
Some that to morals ſhall recall the age, 
And purge from vitious droſs the ſinking ſtage: 
Some that with care true eloquence ſhall teach; 


And to juſt idioms fix our doubtful ſpeech : 
That from our writers diſtant realms may know, 


The thanks we to our monarch owe; 
And ſchools profeſs our tongue tho' ev'ry land, 


That has 8 his aid, or bleſt his hand. 


Let his high pow'r the drooping Muſes rear. 
The Maſes only can reward his care 
"Tis they that guard the great Atrides' f poils : 
Tis they that ſtill renew Ulyes tolls : | 
Jo them by ſmiling Jove twas given to fave. 
Diſtinguiſh'd patriots from the common grave ; 
To them, great William's 4 ry to recall, 
When ſtatues moulder, when arches fall. 
Non let the muſes, with ungrateful pride, 
The ſources of their treaſure hide: 
The hero's virtue does the ſtring inſpire, 
When with big joy they ſtrike the living lyre: 
On Wilkaw's 2 their fate depends: 

With him the ſong begins : with him it ends : 
From the bright effluence of his deed 
They borrow that reflected light, 
With which the laſting lamp they feed, 


Whole beams diſpel the damps of envious night. 


Thro' various climes, FEE” to each diſtant pole,” 


ms © happy tides let active commerce rowl : 


Let Britain's ſhips export an annual fleece, 
| Richer then Argos brought to ancient Greece; 
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Annua dona feret, Poliiſpue redibit onuſta, 
Indiam in Europam portans, gazamque nitentem, 
QJuæ diffuja jacet, qua ſol utrumque recurrens 
Apicit oceanum, quaſcungue Britannica pinus 
Ingreditur ſublimis aquas, ſubmittat honores 
Navita quiſque ſuos ; puppeſque inſigne ſuperbum 
Inclinent, faſſæ, quem Tethys omnibus undis 
Elegit, dominum ; quem vaſto immobile fatum 
Deſtinat imperio, terraque marique potentem. 


Audivere preces divi : jamque Anglica clafſis, 
Dua dabit aura viam, tutum per aperta profund: 
Curret iter, nova regna petens, nova littora viſens, 
Znotumque ſuis mittens ſub legibus orbem. 
Alter tum Ganges, atque altera, que feret aurum 
India Naſſovio cedet : populique feroces 
Arma, artes, moreſque ſcient, nomenque Wilhelmi. 


 Suppliciter venerans, demiſſo lumine ftabit 
Agmen agreſte virim ; miramque loquentis ab ore 
_ Hiftoriam eripiens, nunc famam & fata Wilhelmi, 
Vulnera, ſudorem, palmaſque, periclaque diſcet, 


Duc quibus anteferat dubitans; nunc quantus in armis, 


 Dualis in hoſte fuit ; quos bells & pace triumphos 
 FErexit: matres, ut cœlo decidit heros, 

Tum natis referent; vox, quam proferet infans 
Prima Wilhelmus er: : pet s inhoneſta tyranni 
Indecores capita abſcondent, tum dira ſuorum | 
Supplicia, indiznos gemitus, juſtaſque querelas 
Ferre indignantes ; cum conſcia fama, pudorque 
Provocat ad meliora animos; cum bella Wilhelmi, 
Bella quaterdenos læſis pro gentibas annos © 
Confecta audierint, tandemque filentibus armis, 


| ( Majas opus J partos felici pace triumpbos. 


* 


Mon dehinc hos miſeros myſteria dira dbcebit 
Barbara relligio: nulla horrida numina finget 

Vana ſuperſtitio, divimque immania monſtra: 
Naſſovii virtus cum ſe mirantibus fert, 


Præ ſentem 
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Returning loaden with the ſhining ſtores, 

Which lye profuſe on either India's ſhores. 

As our high veſſels paſs their wat'ry way, 

Let all the naval world due homage pay; 

With haſty reverence their top-honours lower, 
Confeſſing the aſſerting power, 

To whom by fate twas given with happy ſway, 

To calm the earth, and vindicate the ſea. 


480 


Our pray'rs are heard, our maſter's fleet ſhall go 

As far as winds can dear, or waters flow, 

New lands to make, new Indies to explore, 

In worlds unknown to plant Britannia's pow' 1 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaim, 489 
And teach em arms, and arts, in Villiam's name. 


With humble joy, and with reſpectful fear, 
The liſt' ning people ſhall his ſtory hear, 


The wounds he bore, the dangers he ſuſtain” d, 


{ When the great father's character they find 


How far he conquer'd, and how well he reign'd; . 
Shall own his mercy equal to his fame; 4957 
And form their children's accents to his name, © * 
Enquiring how and when from heav'n he came. Bs 
Their regal tyrants ſhall with bluſhes hide 

Their little luſts of arbitrary pride, 

Nor bear to fee their vaſſals ty'd : 500 5 
When William's virtues raiſe their op'ning thought, 
His forty years for publick freedom uy, 

Europe by his hand ſuſtain d, . 
His conqueſt by his piety reſtrain d, > 


And o'er himſelf the laſt great triumph gain'd. 


No longer ſhall their wretched zeal adore 
Ideas of deſtructive power, 


Spirits that hurt, and godheads that devour ; 
New incenſe they ſhall bring, new altars raiſe ; 
And fill their temples with a ſtranger's praiſe ; 


Vitbly ſtampt upon the hero's mind; 
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Preſentem confeſſa deum ; cum figna decoris 
Divini, æternague patent veſtigia mentis 
Heriis deſcripta animis, & windice dextrd. 


Scilicet horrendi juſta fine lege comet e 
Incertam lucem quatiunt, & crine m'naces 
Sanguines lugubre rubent, * trementi 
Indicunt iras orbi ; nifs publica vota 
Avertant levum miſeris mortalibus omen. 
At verdò juſtis mundum qui temperat horis, 
Vera Jovis proles, calo puriſſi mus ignis, 
Non errore vage, cacaque libidine fertun; 
Certus iter fixum peragit ; curſuſque diurnos 
Objervant homines, & ſandtum Haus adorant. 


O Jane, © diviim | flectere fata liceret ; 
Si parcæ Anglorum precibus miteſcere ſcirent; 
Sol iſte ante ſuum ceſſaret currere ceelum, 
 Duam Rex Naſſovius terre ſe ſubſtrabet orbæ 
Addendus ſuperis : ſed inexerabile numen 
Omne premit mortale : aderit, volventibus annis, 
Dira futuna dies, & inelucabile tempus, 

Cum pars ſemidei mæ ſto materna ſepulchro 
Condetur; dominuſque ſuis plorabitur abſent 

AA vor, 6 divi, ſi quid pia vota valebunt, 
Vos precor æterni, quorum hæc ſub numine tellus, 
Tugue ũ ſancte, tuis, bifrons, cœleſtia firma 

Pectora conſiliis; ſociigue per æthera diwi 
Dic in amicitiam coeant, tecumque Britannam 
Conjurent ſervare domum : cummunibus omnium 
Orati precibus, magno procul omine triſtem 
Dii removete diem; multofque benignius anna: 
Accumulate ſacro capiti : da Jane ſenectam 
Immunem curis, placidaque queiete potitam : - 
Sat bello Europæque datum eft : ſatis arma juventus 
Senfit : & ingentes teſi atur terra triumphos. 
Camtiem nouns ornet honos ; dum tempora circum 
Victrices inter laures afſurgat oliva. 


FF 


Man knows his courſe, and thence adores —— 


I To grant what Britain's wiſhes could require; 
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And own a preſent deity confeſs'd, | 

In valour that preſerv'd, and power that blefs'd. 

Through the large convex of the azure ſky 515 | 
(For thither nature caſts our common eye) 915 f 

Fierce meteors ſhoot their arbitrary light; 

And comets march with lawleſs horror bright: 

Theſe hear no rule, no righteous order own ; 

Their influence dreaded, as their ways unknown : 

Thro' threatned lands they wild deſtruction throw ; 

Till ardent prayer averts the publick woe : 

But the bright orb that bleſſes all above, 

The facred fire, the real ſon of Jove, 
Rules not his actions by capricious will; 525 

Nor by ungovern'd pow'r declines to ill: 

Fix'd by juſt laws he goes for ever right: 


0 Fanus | _— ee fate conſpire, 


Above, that ſun ſhould ceaſe his wa - Lag 
Ere Will:amceaſe to rule, and bleſs 
But a relentleſs deſtiny | 

Urges all that e er was born: 


BGWnatch'd from her arms, Pritanniconce muſt mourn e 4 
The demi-god: the earthly half muſt die. 4 


Vet if our incenſe can your wrath remove; 


If human pray'rs avail on minds above; „ 
Exert, great god, thy in treſt in the ſky ; 5 14 
Gain each kind pow'r, each guardian deity: 540 * 
That, conquer'd by the publick vow, ED 

They bear the diſmal miſchief far away: 

| Of long as utmoſt nature may allow, 
Let them retard the threatned day : 
Still be our maſter's life thy happy care: : "ly 

Still let his breſſings with his years increaſe: 0 
To his laborious youth conſum'd in war, | ; 


Add laſting age, adorn'd and crown'd with Peace: 1 
Let twiſted olive bind thoſe laurels faſt, e 
1 Whoſe verdure muſt for ever laſt. | 1 
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En! hujus, Jane, auſpiciis naſcentia longum 
Sec' la habeant omen pacis ; lætigue nepotes 
Seros jucundis agitent ſub legibus annos ; 

Ante ferat quam cœli animam Jovis armiger alto: 
Nobile onus, patrioque heros poſcatur olympo ; 
Ambo ubi Ledzi, cen qui pedes ibat in hoſftem, 
Ceu luctantis equi ſpumantia qui regit ora; 
Magnus ubi Alcides fato & Junonis iniguæ 
Seævis ereptus juſis; ubi grande Maronis 
Afrgumentum, auctor Latii, regnique Britanni 
Otia agunt: ubi tot radiantia nomina toto 

LE there nota ſatis, ques omnes æguus amavit 
Jupiter, & meritis homines donavimus aris : 
Sero, Jane pater, cœlo decus adde patenti 
Naſſovium Hdus, quod amicũ luce coruſcum 
Fulgeat, & dubiis oftendat littora nautis. 
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Long let this growing ra bleſs his ſway. 
And let our ſons his preſent rule obey: 

On his ſure virtue long let earth rely : 
And late let the imperial eagle fly, 
To bear the hero thro? his father's ſky, 
To Leda's twins ; or he whoſe glorious ſpeed 
On foot prevail'd ; or he who tam'd the ſteed; 
To Hercules, at length abſolv'd by fate 
From earthly toil, and above envy great; 
To Virgil's theme, bright Cythe ea's fon, 
Sire of the Latain, and the Britiyh throne ; 
To all the Radianc names above, 
Rever'd by men, and dear to Fove. 
Late, Fanus, let the Naſaw far, 
New born, in riſing ma jeſty appear, 
To triumph over vanquiſh'd night, 
And guide the proſp'rous mariner 
With everlaſting beams of friendly light. 


% 
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Peoples great "_ s tombs, and wage up Holben' 8 


An O D E; 
Inſcrib'd to the Memory of the 
Honourable Col. George Vi tiers, 


Drown'd in the River Piava, in the Country of 


Friuli. 1703. 
In Imitation of Horace, Ode. 28 Lib. t. 


Te Maris & terre, numeroque carentis arenæ 
 Menforem cobibent , archyta, &c. 


Ay, deareſt Villiers, poor departed friend, 
(Since fleeting life thus ſuddenly mult end) 
Say, what did all thy buſie hopes avail, 
That anxious thou from pole to pole didſt ſail; 
Eer on thy chin the ſpringing beard began 


To ſpread a doubtful down, and promiſe man? 


What profited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares, 
In vigor more confirm'd, and riper years? 


To wake 'ere morning-dawn to loud Alarms, 
And march ' till cloſe of night in heavy arms ? 


To ſcorn the ſummer ſuns and winter ſnows, 


And ſearch thro' every clime thy country's foes ? 


That thou might' fortune to thy fide engage ; 


And Auna's bounty crown her ſoldier's hoary age! ? 
In vain we think the free-will'd man has pow r, 


That gentle peace might quell Bellona's rage; 
F 


To haſten or protract th' appointed hour. 


Our term of life depends not on our deed : 


Before our death our fun'ral was decreed, 2 5 
Nor aw'd by foreſight, nor miſ- led by chance, I 


Imperious death directs his ebon lance ; | [dance. 
Alike | 


Could or repel, or pacifie his arms: 
Young Churchill fell, as life began to bloom: 
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Alike muſt ev*ry ſtate, and ev'ry age 
Suſtain the univerſal tyrant's rage : 
For neither William's pow'r, nor Mary's charms 


And Bradford”s trembling age expects the tomb. 
Wiſdom and eloquence in vain would plead 
One moment's reſpite for the learned head: 
Judges of writings and of men have dy'd ; 
Aecznas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde: 
And in their various turns the ſons muſt tread 
Thoſe gloomy journeys, which their fires have led. 
The ancient ſage, who did ſo long maintain, 
That bodies die, but ſouls return again, 
With all the births and deaths he had in ſtore, 
Went out Pythagoras, and came no more. | 


And modern =, whoſe capricious thought 


Is yet with ſtores of wilder notions fraught ; 
Too ſoon convinc'd, ſhall yield that fleeting breath, 


Which play'd ſo idly with the darts of death. 


Some from the ſtranded veſſel force their way; 


| Fearful of fate, they meet it in the ſea : 


Some who eſcape thefury of the wave, 


| Sicken on earth, and fink into a grave: 


In journeys, or at home, in war, or peace, 

By hardſhips many, many fall by eaſe. 

Each canging ſeaſon does it's poiſon bring; 
Rheums chill the winter, agues blaſt the ipring : 


Wet, dry, cold, hot, at the appointed hour, 


All act ſubſervient to the tyrant's pow'r : 
And when obedient nature knows his will, 
A fly, a grape-ſtone, or a hair can kill. 
For reſtleſs Pro/erpine for ever treads 15 


In paths unſeen, o'er our devoted heads; 


Spreads ſlow diſeaſe, or darts afflictive pain: 
Variety of deaths confirms her endleſs reign. 


And du the ſpacious land, and liquid man 5 5 


On curſt Piava's banks the goddeſs Rood, 


Z Shew'd her dire warrant to the riſing flood ; | 


G2 1 When 
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When, what I long muſt love, and long muſt mourn, 
With fatal ſpeed was urging his return; 
In his dear country to diſperſe his care, 
And arm himſelf by reſt for future war; 
Jo chide his anxious friend's officious fears, 
And promiſe to their joys his elder years. | 

Oh! deſtin'd head; and oh! ſevere decree ; 
Nor native country thou nor friend ſhall ſee ; 
Nor war haſt thou to wage, nor year to come : 
Impending death is thine, and inſtant doom. 

Hark! the imperious goddeſs is obey'd : 
Winds murmur ; ſnows deſcend; r. waters ſpread: 
Oh! kinſman, friend, - oh!] vain are all the cries 
Of human voice; ſtrong deſtiny replies ; 
Weep you on earth ; for he ſhall ſleep below : 
Thence none return; and thither all muſt go. 
W hoe'er thou art, whom choice or buſineſs leads 

To this fad river, or the neighb'ring meads ; 
If thou may'ft happen on the dreary ſhoars 
To find the object which this verſe . ; 
Cleanſe the pale corps wite a religious hand, 
From the polluting weed and common and: 
Lay the dead hero graceful in a grave, 
(The only honour he can now receive) n 
And fragrant mould upon his body — ; 5 


And plant the warrior laurel o'er his brow : 
Light lye the earth ; and flouriſh green the bough. 
So may juſt heav'n ſecure thy future life 

From foreign dangers, and domeſtick ſtrife : 
And when th' infernal judges diſmal pow'r 

From the dark urn ſhall throw thy diſtin'd hour; 
When yielding to the ſentence breathleis thou 

And pale ſhaltlye, as what thou burieſt now; 

May ſome kind friend the piteous object fee, 
And equal rites perform to that which once was thee. 
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PROLOGUE, 
Spoken at Coun T before the 
QUEEN; 
On Her Majeſty's Birth-Day, 1704. 


GHine forth, ye planets, with diſtinguiſh'd light, 
As when ye hallow'd firſt this happy night: 
Again tranſmit your friendly beams to earth, 
As when Britannia joy'd for Anna's birth : 
And thou, propitious ſtar, whoſe ſacred pow'r 
Preſided o'er the monarch's natal hour, 
| Thy radiant voyages for ever run, 
> Yielding to none but Cynthia, and the ſun : 
| | With : = fair aſpect ſtill illuſtrate heav'n: 
: Kindly preſerve what thou haſt greatly giv'n : 
Thy Influence for thy Anna we implore : 
Prolong one life; and Britain aſks no more. 
For virtue can no ampler power expreſs, 
Than to be great in war, and good in 
For thought no higher wiſh of bliſs can Guns, 
Than to enjoy that virtue ftill the ſame. 
Entire and {ure the monarch's rule muſt prove, 
Who founds her greatneſs on her ſubjects love; 
Who does our homage for our good require; 
And orders that which we ſhould firſt defire : . 
Our vaniquſh'd wills that pleaſing force obey : 2 
Her goodneſs takes our liberty away ; | 8 


And haughty Britain yields to Hy ſway. 


G 3 | Let 
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Let the young Auſtrian then her terrors bear, 

Great as he 1s, her delegate in war : 

Let him in thunder ſpeak to both his Spains, 

That in theſe dreadful iſles a woman reigns. 

While the bright queen does on her lubjedts ſhow'r 

The gentle bleſſings of her ſofter pow'r ; 

Gives ſacred morals to a vicious age, 

To temples zeal, and manners to the ſtage, 

Bids the chaſt muſe without a bluſh appear, 

And wit be that which heav'n and ſhe may hear. 
Minerva thus to Perſeus lent her ſhield ; 

Secure of conqueit, ſent him to the field : 

The hero acted what the queen ordain'd : 

So was his fume compleat, and Andromede unchain'd. 
Mean time, amidſt her native temples fate 

The goddeſs, ſtudlous of her Grecian's fate. 

Taught 'em in laws and letters to excell, 

In acting juſtly, and in writing well. 

Thus whilſt ſhe did her various pow'r diſpoſe ; 

The world was free'd from tyrants, wars, and woes: 

Virtue was taught in verſe, and Athen's glory roſe. 


* 


1 1 BTF R 
To Monſ. Boileau Deſpreaux.. 
Occaſion d by the Victory at Blenheim, 1704. 


— C upidum, pater optime, wires 
Die aut: neque enim quivis horrentia pilis 
Agmina, nec fraaa pereuntes cuſpide galls en___ 


Hor. Sat. 1. L. 2. 


"Ince hir'd for life, thy ſervile muſe muſt ling 

Succeſſiye conqueſts, and a glorious king; 
Muſt of a man immortal vainly boaſt ; 

And bring him laurels, whatſoe'er they co colt : 

What turn wilt thou employ, what colours lay 


On the event of that ſuperior day, 0 
In 


band bay — 2 „„ F a * 
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In which one Exgliſb ſubject's proſp'rous hands, 
(So Jove did will, ſo Anna did command :) 
Broke the proud column of thy maſter's praiſe, 
Which ſixty winters had conſpir'd to raiſe ? 
From the loſt field a hundred ſtandards brought 
Muſt be the work of chance, and fortune's fault: 
Bawvaria's ſtars muſt be accus'd, which ſhone _ 
That fatal day the mighty work was done, 
With rays oblique upon the Ga/liclun. 
Some Dzmon envying France miſſ led the fight : 
And Mars miſtook, tho' Lauzs order'd right. 
When thy * young muſe invok'd the tuneful nine, 
To ſay how Louis did not paſs the Rhine, ” 
What work had we with Wagening hen Arnheim, 
Places that could not be reduc'd to Rhime ? | 
And tho? the poet made his laſt efforts, 
Wurts---who could mention in horoic---Wurts ? 
But, tell me, haſt thou reaſon to complain 
Of the rough triumphs of the laſt campaign ? 
The Danube reſcu'd, and the empire ſav d, 
Say, is the majeſty of verſe retriev'd? 
And would it prejudice thy ſofter vein, 
To ing the princes, Louis and Eugene? 
Is it too hard in happy verſe to place 
The Vans and Vanders of the Rhine and Macs? 
Her warriors Anna ſends from Tweed and Thames, 
That France may fall by more harmonious names. 
Canſt thou not Hamilton or Lumly bear; | 
Would Ingoldſby ar Palmes offend thy ear? 
And is there not a ſound in Malbro's name, 
Which thou and all thy brethren ought to claim, 
Sacred to verſe, and ſure of endleſs fame? DEE 
Cutts is in metre ſomething harſh to read: 
Place me the valiant Gouram in his ſtead . 
Let the intention make the number good: 
Let generous Sylvius ſpeak for honeſt Mood. 


— 
= 


| 
| 
1 
| 


* — * — 
b . * Ly * — 


* Epiſtre 4. du Sr. Boileau Deheraux au Roy, 
Ez wain, pour Telouer, ce. 
. 
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And tho? rough Churchill ſcarce in verſe will ſtand, 
So as to have one rhime at his command ; 
With eaſe the bard reciting Plenbeim's plain, 
May cloſe the verſe, remembring but the Dane. 
I grant, old friend, old foe (for ſuch we are 
Alternate, as the chance of peace and war,) 
That we poetic folks, who muſt reſtrain 
Our meaſur'd ſayings in an equal chain, 
Have troubles utterly unknown to thoſe, 
Who let their fancy looſe in rambling proſe. 
For inſtance now, how hard it is for me 
To make my matter and my verſe agree? 
In ane great day on Hochitet's fatal plain 
French and Bavarians twenty thouſand lain; 
Puſb d thro the Danube to the ſhears of Styx 
Sguadrons eighteen, battalions twenty fix : 
| Officers captive made, and private men, | 
Of theſe tauelvue hundred, of thoſe thouſand: ten. 
Tents, ammunition, F ee , Carriages, 
| Cannons, and kettle-drums----(weet numbers theſe. 
But is it thus you Exgliſ bards compoſe ? 
With Runick lays — tag inſipid proſe ? 
And when you ſhould your heroes deeds rehearſe, 
Give us a commiſſary's liſt in verſe? 
Why faith Deſpreaux there's ſenſe in what you ſay ; 3 
I told you where my difficulty lay. 
So vaſt, ſo num'rous were gleat — s ſpoils, 
They ſcorn the bounds of verſe, and mock the muſes | 
l : 
To make the rough recital aptly 8 
Or bring the ſum of Gallia's loſs to rhime, 
"Tis mighty hard: what poet would eſſay 
To count the ſtreamers of my lord mayor's day? 
To number all the ſeveral diſhes dreſt 
Buy honeſt Lamb, laſt coronation feaſt ? 
Gr makearithmetic and epic meet; | 
And Newton's thoughts in Dryden's ſtyle m t; 
O poet, had it — Apollo's will, 1 | 
That I had * of thy Kill ; 


| 


1. ²d ˙—.mnQn!! v as a. 


Arms and a queen to ſing; who, great and 


And by that labour merit her eſteem: 
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Had this poor breaſt receiv'd the heav'nly beam; 
Or could I hope my verſe might reach my theme; 2 

Yet Boileau, yet the lab'ring muſe ſhould ſtrive, 5 

Beneath the ſhades of Malbro's wreaths to live: {| 

Should call aſpiring gods to bleſs her choice; [- 

And to their fav'rite ſtrain exalt her voice, 1 


From peaceful Thames to Danube's wond'ring flood 
Sent forth the terror of her high commands, 

To fave the nations from invading hands; 

To prop fair liberty's declining cauſe, | 

And fix the jarring world with equal laws. 
The queen ſhould fit in Wird/or's ſacred grove, 
| Attended by the gods of war and love: 

Both ſhould with equal zeal her ſmiles implore, 
To fix her joys, or to extend her pow'r. 

Sudden, the Nymphs and Tritons ſhould appear; 
And, as great Auna's (ſmiles, diſpel their fear; 

With active dance ſhould her obſervance claim; 

With vocal ſhell ſhould ſound her happy name. 
Their maſter Thames ſhould leave the neighb'ring ſhoar, 
By his ſtrong anchor known, and filver oar; | 
Should lay his enſigns at his ſov”raign's feet, 

And audience mild with humble grace intreat. 

To her his dear defence he ſhould complain, 

That whilſt he bleſſes her indulgent reign; _ 

Whilſt furtheſt ſeas are by his ſets ſurvey'd, 

And on his happy banks each India laid; 

His brethren Maes, and V aal, and Rhine, and Sa 

Feel the hard burthea of oppreſſive war: 

That Danube ſcarce retains his rightiul courſe, 4 

Againſt two rebel armies neighb'ring force: 4 
And all muſt weep fad captives to the Sein, a 

Unleſs unchain'd and freed by Britain's queen. 
The valiant ſov'raign calls her gen'ral forth: 

Neither recites her bounty, nor his worth ; 

She tells him he muſt Eurepe's fate redeem, 


She bids him wait her to the ſacred hall; 
Shows him price Edward, and the conquer'd Gi, 
EE: Bixing: 
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Fixing the bloody croſs upon his breaſt, 
Says he mult die, or ſuccour the diſtreſs'd: 
Placing the ſaint an emblem by his ſide, 


She tells him, virtue arm'd muſt conquer lawle's pride. 


The hero bows obedient, and retires : 

The queen's commands exalt the warriors fires. 

His ſteps are to the ſilent woods inclin'd, 

The great deſign revolving in his mind: 

When to his ſight a heav'nly form appears: 

Her hand a palm, her head a laurel wears. 
Me, ſhe begins, the faireſt child of Powe, 

Below for ever, ſought, and bleſs'd above; 


Me, the bright ſource of wealth, and power, and fame ; 


(Nor need I ſay Victoria is my name:) 
Me, the great father down to thee has ſent: 
He bids me wait at thy diſtinguiſh'd tent, 
To execute what Anna's wiſh would have: 
Her ſubject thou, I only am her ſlave. N 
D.aare then, thou much belov'd by ſmiling fate 
For Anne's ſake, and in her name, be great: 
Go forth, and be to diſtant nations known, 
My future fav'rite, and my darling ſon. 
At Schellenberg I'll manifeſt ſuſtain 5 
Thy glorious cauſe ; and ſpread my wings again, 
Conipicuous o'er thy helm, in Blenheim's plain. 
The goddeſs ſaid, nor would admit reply; 
But cut the liquid air, and gain'd the ſky. 
His high commiſſion is thro' Britain known: 
And thronging armies to his ſtandard run. 
He marches thoughtful, and he ſpeedy fails : 
- (Bleſs him, ye ſeas / and proſper him, ye gales !) 
Belgia receives him welcome to her ſhoars ; 
And William's death with leſſen'd grief deplores 
His preſence only muſt retrieve that loſs: 
Marlbri to her muſt be what William was. 
So when great Atlas, from theſe low abodes 
Recall'd, was gather'd to his kindred gods; 
Alcides reſpited by prudent fate, | 
Suſtain'd the ball, nor droop'd beneath the weight. 


Secret 


e 


FFF 


— proſe and buſineſs lies extinct and loſt. 


Nor ever ſhall Britannia's ſons refuſe 
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Secret and ſwift behold the chief advance ; 
Sees half the empire join'd, and friend to France: 
The Britiſb general dooms the fight: his ſword | 
Dreadful he draws : the captains wait the word. | * 
Anne and St. George, the charging hero cries: 
Shrill eccho from the neighb'ring woods replies, 
Anne and St. George, at that auſpicious ſign 
The ſtandards move; the adverſe armies join. 
Of eight great hours, time meaſures out the ſands; 
And Europe's fate in doubtful balance ſtands: 
The ninth Victoria comes: o'er Mar/bri's head 1 
Confeſs'd ſhe fits ; the hoſtile troops recede : - --- 5 
Triumphs the Goddeſs, from her promiſe freed. 
The eagle, by the Pritiſb hon's might 
Unchain'd and freed, directs her upward flight: 
Nor did ſhe e' er with ſtronger pinions Danube's ſhoar. 
Fir'd with the thoughts which theſe ideas raiſe, 
And great ambition of my country's praiſe; 
The Eng/;// muſe ſhould like the Mantuan riſe: 
Scornful of earth and clouds, ſhould reach the ſkies; e 
With wonder (tho' with envy ſtill] purſu'd by hu- N ; 
| man eyes. PL ns 
But we muſt change the ſtyle. ----- juſt now I ſaid 
I n&er was maſter of the tuneful trade. 
Or the ſmall genius which my youth could boaſt, 


Bleſs'd, if I may ſome younger muſe excite; 
Point out the game, and animate the flight. _ 
That from Mar/eilles to Calais France may know, | 
As we have conqu'rors, we have poets too; * 
And either laurel doth in Britain grow. _ | 
That tho' among our ſelves, with too much heat, | 
We ſometimes wrangle, when we ſhould debate; - 
(A conſequential ill which freedom draws ; 
A bad effect, but from a noble cauſe : ) 
We can with univerſal zeal advance, 
To curb the faithleſs arrcgance of France. 


To anſwer to thy maſter, or thy muſe : 
3 1 e Nor 
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Nor want juſt ſubje& for victorious ſtrains, 8 { A 


While Maribro's arms eternal lawrel gains; T. 
And where old Spencer ſung, a new Eliſa reigns. W 

7* | 3 | -- 

= . : T 

PLAN of a FounTailn, E _ 

: 


On which is the QUE E N 's Effgies on a triumphal | 
Arch, the Figure of the Duke of MarLiBorRoven H 
beneath, and the chief Rivers of the World round. 


the whole work. L; 

WE active ſtreams, where-e'er your waters flow, - 
| Let diſtant climes and furtheſt nations know, | v 
What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught, H 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlbrõ fought. "i 
Duacunque æterno properatis, flumina, lapfu, F: v 
Diviſis late terris, populiſque remotis ese 1 
Dicite, nam vobis Tamiſis narrawit & Ifter, A 
Anna quid imperiis potuit, quid Marlburus armis. H 
1 3 éñ5 
The CA ME LE O N. 3 
As the Cameleon, who is known Fi 
To have no colours of his own; R. 

But borrows from his neighbour's hue M0 
= 


His white, or black, his green, or blue; 
And ſtruts as much in — 4 light, 
Which credit gives him upon ſight; 
As if the rain- bow were in tail 
Settl'd on him, and his heirs male 
So the young ſquire, when firſt he comes 
From country ſchool, to Will's or Tom's ; 
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And equally, in truth, is fit 
To be a ſtateſman, or a wit; 
Without one notion of his own, 
He ſaunters wildly up and down; 
Till ſome acquaintance, good or bad, 
Takes notice of a ſtaring lad ; 
Admits him in among the gang, 
They jeſt, reply, difpute, harangue : - 
He acts and talks, as they befriend him, 
Smear'd with the colours, which they lend him.. 

1 hus meerly, as his fortune chances, 
His merit or his vice advances. 

If haply he the ſect purſues, 
That read and comment upon news; 
He takes up their myſterious face : 
He drinks his coffee without lace. 
This week his mimic tongue runs o'er 

What they have ſaid the week before. 
His wiſdom ſets all Europe right; 
And teaches Mar/6'rough when to fight. 
| Or if it be his fate to meet | 
With folks who have more wealth than wit ;. 
He loves cheap Porte, and double bub ; 
And ſettles in the Hum Drum club. | 
He learns how ſtocks will fall or riſe ; 
Holds poverty the greateſt vice. 


14 Thinks wit the bane of converſation ; 


And ſays, that learning ſpoils a nation. 
But if, at firſt, he minds his hits, 

And drinks Champaigne among the wits ; 

Five deep, he taſts the tow'ring laſſes ; 

Repeats you verſes writ on glaſſes : 

ls in the chair; preſcribes the law; 

And lies with thoſe he never ſaw. 
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A SIMILE. 


Dea. Thomas, didſt thou never pop 
Thy head into a tin- man's ſhop? 

There Thomas did'ſt thou never ſee 

('Tis but by way of ſimile) 

A «rr! ſpend his little rage, 

In jemping round a rolling cage? 

The cage, as either fide turn'd up, 

Striking a ring of bells a-top — ? 


Mov'd in the orb; pleas'd with the chimes ; 


The foolith creature thinks he climbs : 
But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
He never gets two inches higher. 
So fares it with thoſe merry blades, 
That frifk it under Pindus' ſhades. 
In noble ſongs, and lofty odes, _ 
They tread on ſtars, and talk with gods. 
Still dancing ur an airy round: - 
Still pleas'd with their own verſes ſound. 
Brought back, how faſt ſoc'er they go: 
Always aſpiring ; always low. 


ä—— 


> By native heat aſſerts his dreadful fire. 


Nouriſh'd near ſhady rills and cooling ſtreams, 


He to the nymphs avows his am'rous flames. 
Toall the brethren at the bell and vine, | 


The moral ſays ; mix water with your wine. 


From the Greek. 


Reat 1 born in thunder and in fire, | 


EP. 


* 
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E PI GRA N. 1 
FF Rank carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats: 
He eats more than fix ; and drinks more than he eats. 
Four pipes after dinner he conſtantly ſmokes ; 
Ard ſeaſons his whifs with impertinent jokes. 
Yet ſighing, he ſays, we muſt certainly break; 


And my cruel unkindneſs compells kim to ſpeak : 
For of late I invite him but four times a week. i4 


— 


ANOTHER. 


T7 Jobn I ow'd great obligation; ; 
But John unhappily, thought fit, 
To publiſh it to all the nation: 


| Sure John and I are more than Ls 


ANOTHER. 


* every poet is a fool: 
| By demonſtration Ned can ſhow it : 


Happy, cou'd Ned's inverted rule 
Prove oy fool to be a poet. 


ANOTHER. 


TR {the leaneſt things alive) | N 
| y be thou lov'ſt to drive; > 4 
| 1 anxious Coachman fay, | | 
It coſts thee more in whips, than hay. 


- 
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——__r—_ 


Toa Perſon who wrote ill, 
and ſhake worſe againſt me. 
D E, Phi, untouch'd on my peaceable ſhelf ; 

Nor take it amiſs, that ſo little I heed thee ; 


I've no envy to thee, and ſome love to my ſelf; 
Then why ſhou'd I anſwer ; ſince firſt I muſt read thee. 


Drunk with Helicon's waters and double-brew'd bub, 
Be a * a poet, a critic, a wag; 

To the ſolid delight of thy well- judging club 

To the damage alone of thy bookſeller Brag. 


Purſue me with faryr : what harm is there in't? 
But from all wiva voce reflection forbear : 

There can be no danger from what thou {halt print: 
There may be a little from what thou may'ſ ſwear. 


On the ſame Perſon. 


Write faſter than his coſtive brain indites, . 
Philos quick hand in flowing letters writes: 
His caſe appears to me like honeſt Teague*s, 
When he was run away with, by his legs. 
Phebus, give Philo ver himſelf command; 
Quicken 4 ſenſes, or reſtrain his hand. 
Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink : 
"OY I OR OY and learn to think. 


THE 


| 


hat woman's fayth is, as who ſaythe, 
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8 —_—_— 


T 1 
NUT: BROWN-MAID. 
AT OE M, 


Written three nen Years ſince, 


B E it right or wrong, theſe men among, 
On Woman do complayne ; 


Affyrmynge this, how that it is 
A labour ſpent in vaine, 

To love them wele; for never a dele, 
They lovea man agame, 

For lete a man do what he can, 
Ther favour to attayne 

Yet yf anew do them purſue, 
Ther firſt trew lover than 


Laboureth for naught ; for from her thought 


He is a baniſhyd man. 


I fay not nay, but that all day 
It is bothe writ and ſayde, 


All utterly decayed ; 


But nevertheleſs ks good witneſs 


I' this caſe might be layde, 


| | That they love trewe, and contynew : 


Record the Nut brown-mayde. 


Which from her love (whan her to prove,, 


He came to make his mone ) 


Wold not depart; for in her herte 
She lovyd but him alone. | 


Than betwene us, 1 Blcuſle,- 


What was all the maner | 
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Between them too; we wyll alſo 
Telle all the peyne and ſere 
That fe was in, now I begynne, 
8 that ye me anſwere. 
W herefore all ye, that preſent be, 
I pray ye give an eare. 
| N A N. 
I am the knyght : I come by nyght, 
As ſecret as I can; 
Saying, alas! thus ſtandeth the caſe, 
I am a baniſhyd man. 
MN. 
And I your wylle for to fulfylle 
In this wyll nct refuſe; 
Truſting to ſhew, in wordis fewe, 
That men have an ille uſe, 
(To ther own ſhame) women to blame, 
And cauſeleſe them accuſe, 
Therefore to you I anſwere now, 
Alle wymen to excuſe: 
Myn own herte dere, with you what chere, 
I pray you telle anone ; 
For in my mynde of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
MA N. 
It ſtondeth ſo, a dede is do, 
W herefore muche harm ſhall pour: 
My deſteny is for to dey 
A ſhamful deth, I trowe: 
Or ellis to flee: the one muſt be: 
None other way I knowe, 
But to withdrawe, as an outlaw, 
And take me to my bowe. 
Wherefore adew, my ow ne herte trewe : 
None other red I can; 
For I muſt to the grene wode goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd man. 
W OMAN. 
O Lord! what is this worldis blyſſe, 
That e as the mone ? 


> 2 2 
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My ſomers day, in luſty may, 
Is derked before the none. 
I here you ſaye, farewell! nay, nay; 
We departe not ſoo ſane : | | | 
Why ſay ye ſo? wheder wyl ye goe? os 
Alas ! what have ye done 
Alle my welfare to forrow and care 
Shulde chaunge, yf ye were gone; 
For in my ms 4 of all mankynde, 
1 love but you alone. 
MAN. 
J can beleve, it ſhall you greeve, 
And ſhomwhat you diſtrayne; 
But aftyrwarde, your pay nes harde 
Within a day or tweyne, 
Shall ſone aſlake; and ye ſhall take 
Comfort to you agayne. 
Why ſhould yenought ? for to make thought, 
Your labur were in vayne. 
And thus I do, and pray you too, 
As hertely as I can; 
For I muſt to the grene wode goe, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 
„ O M AN 
Nowſy the that ye have ſhewed to me 
The ſecret of your mynde; 
I ſhall be play ne to you agayne, 
Lyke as ye ſhall me fynde. 
Syth it is fo, that ye wyll goe, 
I wol not leve behynde. 
hal never be ſayd, to Nut- brown-mayde 
f Was to her love unkynde, 
| Make you redy; for ſo am I, 
Allthough it were anone : 
For in my mynde, of all mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
1 A NV. 
vet I you rede, to take good hede, 
What men wyl think and ſey; 


5 2 
„ ˙ 
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Of yonge and olde it ſhall be tolde, 
That ye be gone away : 
Your wanton wylle for to fulfylle, 
In grene wode you to play: 
And that ye myght from your delyte 
Noo lenger make delay. 
Rather than ye ſhuld thas tor me, 
Be called an ylle woman; 
Yet wold I to the grene wodegoe, 
Alone a baniſhyd man. 
WOMAN. 
Though it be ſonge of olde and yonge, 
That I ſhuld be to blame; 
Theirs be the charge, that ſpeke ſo large, 
In hurting of my name. 
For I wyll prove that feythful love 
It is devoyd of ſhame ; 
In your Liſtreſs, and heavineſs, 
To parte wyth you the ſame. 
And ſure all thoo tnat doo not ſo, 
Trewe lovers ar they none: 
But in my mynde of all mankynde. 
I love but you alone, 
NA N. 
1 counſel you, remember how 
It is noo maydens lawe, 
Nothing to dought, but to renne out, 
To wode with an outl we. 
For ye muſt there in your hand bere 
A bowe ready to drawe : 
And as a theef, thus muſt ye lyve, 
Ever in drede and awe. 
whereby to you gret harme might grow 3 
Yet I had lever than, 
That I had to the grene wode goe, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man, 
WOMAN. 


| - think not nay ; but as ye i 


It is noo . lore; 
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But love may make me for your ſake, 


* YE I had neede, as God . 


As I have ſaid before, 
To come on fote, to hunte and ſhote, 
To get us mete in ſtore. 
For ſo that I your company 
May have, I aſk noo more: 
From whiche to parte, it makith myn herte 
As colde as ony ſton. 
For in my mynde of all mankynde, 
I love but you alone. | 
A | 
For an outlawe, this is the lawe, | 
I hat men hym take and binde, 
Wythout pytee hanged to bee, 
And waver with the wynde. 


What reaſons coude ye finde? 
For lothe I trowe, ye and your bowe, 
Shuld draw for fere behynde. 
And noo mierveyle, for lytel avayle 
Mere in your council than: 
| Wherefore I to the wode wyll goe, 
Alone a baniſhed man. | 
| OMAN. 
Full well know ye, that wymen be 
| But febyl for to fyght : 
No womanhede it is in deede, 
Io bee bold as a knyght. | 
Yet ſuch in fere, yf that ye were, 
With enemys day and nyght; _ 
I wolde withſtonde, with bowe in honde 
Io0 grevethemas I myght; 
And you to fave, as wymen have 
From dethe many one: 
For in my mynde of all mankynde, | 
I love but you alone.” 
. 
Yate god bade! forever I drede. | 
That ye coude not ſuſtein 
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The thorney weyes, thedeep valeis, 

The ſnowe, the froſt, the reyn, 

The cold, the hete. For drye or wete, 

We mull lodge on the playn ; ; 

And us above, noon other rofe, 
But a brake, buſh or twayne: 
' Whiche ſone ſhulde greve you, I beleve; 

And ye wolde gladly than, 

That I had to the grene wode goe, 
alone, a baniſhyd n an. 

W OM AN, 

Syth [ have here been partynere 

With you of joy and bly ſſe; 

I muſt 1.0, parte of your woo 
Endure, as reſon is. 
Yet am I ſure of one pleſure; 
And ſhortly it is this: 15 
That where ye bee, mee ſeemeth, par-dy, 5 
I could not fare amyſs. 
Without more ſpeche, I you beſeche, 
That we were ſoon a- gone: 

For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 
l love but you alone. 

 & & IM 

Yf ye goo thedyr, ye muſt conſider, 
W Whan ye have luſt to dyne, 

Ther ſhall ne mete be for to gete, 

Nor drink, bere, ale, ne wine ; 

Ne ſhetis clene, to lye betwene, 

Made of thred and twyne ; . 

Noon other houſe, but levys and bowes, 

To kever your head and myn. 

O myn herte ſwete this ylle dyet 
Shuld make you pale and wan: 

Wherefore I to the wode wyl goe. 

Alone, a baniſhyd man. 

VV O MAN. 
Among the wylde dere, ſuch an archier, 
r | | 


We 
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We may not fayle of good vitayle, 
W here is ſo grete plente. 
And watir cleere of the ryvere 
Shall be full iw-*2 to me, 19 
With whiche in hele, I mall right wele 
Endure, as ye ſhall 10 
And er we goe, a bed or two 
I can provide anone; 
For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 
1 love but you alone. 
N 1 
Loo! yet before, ye muſt do more, | 
Yf ye wyl go with me: | 
As cutte your here up by your ere, 
Your kurtel by the knee. 
Wyth bowe in honde for to wythſtonde 
Vour enemys yf nede be: 
And this ſame nyght, before day-lyght, 
Io wode-ward wyl I flee. 
And yf ye wille al this fulfylle, 
Dio it ſhortly as ye can: 
Ellis will I to the grene wode goe, 
Alone a baniſhyd man. 
. 
I ſhall as now, do more for you, 
Than longeth to womanhede, 
To ſhort my here, a bow to bere, 
To ſhote the tyme of nede. 
O my ſweet moder, before all other 
For you have I moſt drede : 
But now adiew ! I muſt enſue, 
Where fortune duth me led e 
All this make ye, and lete us flee; 
The day run faſt upen : 
For in my mynde, of all mankynde, | ' 
I love but you alone. Y 
By N | 
Na , not o: ye ſhall not go: 
41 725 telle ye why: * 
Your appetyte is to be light, 
Of love, 1 wot Pe | 
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For right as ye have ſayde to me, 

In lykewyſe hardely 

Ye wolde anſwere, whoſoever it were, 
In way of company. 

It is ſayde of olde; ſone bote, fone colde ; ; 

And ſo is a woman : 

Wherefore I to the wode wyl go, | 
Alone a baniſhyd man. 

OMAN. 

vf ye take hede, yt is noo nede 

Such wordi to lay bee me: 


For ofte ye pr. yd, and long aſſayed, | 1 
Er Iyou lovid, par dy | 
And though that I, of e | 3 
A baron's daughter bee; 2 
Yet have you proved, how I you loved, / 
A 1quyerof low degree: 
And ever ſhall, what io befalle, | 1 
To dey therefore anone; | 
For in my mynde of all mankynde, 1 
l love but you alone. 
M A N. | 
A baron's childe to be led, 
It were a curled 2 1 
Jo be felawe with an cutlawe, Y EM 
Almighty God forbede ! | | 
Yt bettyr were, the poor ſquyer — 
Alone to foreſt ſpede; . 
Than ye ſhal ſaye, another day, G 
That by that wicked dede | 
Ye were betrayed, wherefore good maide, Fo 
I) be beſt rede that I can, 8 [ | 
Is that I to the grene wode 
.4 Alone a banithyd man. * | 3 "Y 
; WOMAN. | = 
1 Whatſoever befalle I never ſhale bs, My 
4 Of this thing you upbraid: | 1 
But yf ye go, and leve me ſo, | Of 
R Then ye have me e betraid, N 1 
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Remember ye wele, how that ye dele; 
Por yf ye, as ye ſayde, | 
Be ſo unkynde, toleve behynde 
Your love, the Nut- RI Maid: 
Truſt me truely, that I ſhall dey, 
Soon after ye be gone ; 
For in my mynde, of all mankynde, | 
TI love but you alone. 
. 
Vf chat ye went, ye ſhulde repent 3 ; 
For in the forreit now 
I have purveid me of a maide, 
Whom I love more than you. 
Another fayrer than &er ye were; 
I dare it well avowe: 
And of you bothe, eche ſhulde be wiothe. 
Wyth other, as I trowe. 
It were myn eie, to lyve in peſe, 
So wyl I, yf I can; . 
Wherefore I to the wode wyl go, 
Alone, a baniſhyd man. 
WOMAN. 
Though in the wode, I undirſtode, 
Ye had a paramour ; 
All this may nought remove my * 
| But that I will be your. - 
And ſhe ſhall fynde me ſoft and kynde, 
Andcurteis every hour ; 
Glad to fulfylle all that ſhewylle 
Commaunde me to my power. 
For had ye loo, an hundred moo, 
Yet wolde 1 be that one: 
For in my mynde, of al mankynds, 
I love but you alone. 
. 
M yn owne dere love, I ſee the prove, 
That ye be kynde and trewe ; 
Off maydeand wyf, in al my lyf, 


The del that ever | knowe : et. 


H 
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Be merey and glad; be no more ſad; 
The caſe is chaunged newe ; 

For it were ruthe, that for your trouth, 
You ſhuld have cauſe to rewe. 

Be not diſmayed ; whatſoever I * 
To you whan I began: 

I wyl not to the grene wode go ; 3 


I am no baniſhyd man. 
W OM 4 W. 


Theis tidingis be more glad to me, 


Than to be made a quene; 
Yf I were ſure, they ſhould endure : 
But it 1s often ſeen, 
When men wyl breke promyſe, they ſpeke 
The wordis on the ſplene. yon 
Ye ſhape ſome wyle, me tobegyle 
And ſtele fro me, I wene. "> - 
Then were the caſe wurs than it was; 
And I more woo begon ; 


For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 


T love but you alone. 
M 4 N. 


Ye ſhal not * further to drede: 


I yl not diſ | 
You. God defende, | yth you deſcende, 
Of ſo great a hos: 


| Now underftande, to Weftmerlande, 


whiche 1s my herytage, 
I wyl you bringe ; and with a rynge, 


By wey of maryage 


I wyl you take, and lady make, 


As ſhortly as I can. 
Thus have ye wone an erlie's ſon, 


An inan. 


85388 EE 
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HENRY and EMMA, 


#7 O-E-M- 


Upon the Model of the NuT-Brown M A1D. 
To 0 


T ou, to whoſe eyes I bend ; at whoſe command, 
(Tho' low my voice, tho' artleſs be my hand) 

I take the ſprightly reed, and ſing, and play; 
Careleſs of what the cens'ring world may fay : 
Bright Cloe, object of my conſtant vow, 

Wilt thou a while unbend thy ſerious brow ? 
Wilt thou with pleaſure hear thy lover's ftrains ; 
And with one heav'nly {mile o'erpay his pains? 
No longer ſhall the Nut-brown Maid be old; | 
Tho! ſince her youth three hundred years have roll'd 

At thy defire ſhe ſhall again be rais d; 

And her reviving charms in laſting verſe be prais d. 
No longer man of woman ſhall complain, 

That he may love, and not be lov'd again: 

That we in vain the fickle ſex purſue, | E 

Who change the conſtant lover for the new. | 5 

Whatever has been writ, whatever ſaid, s 

Of female paſſion feign'd, or faith decay'd ; 

Henceforth ſhall in my verſe refuted ſtand, 

Be ſaid to winds, or writ upon the ſand. 

And while my notes to future times proclaim ls J 

Unconquer'd love, and ever - during flame: 9 

O faireſt of the ſex! be thou my muſe: | q 

Deign on my work thy E to diffuſe. 
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Let me partake the bleſſings I rehearſe ; 

And grant me love, the juſt reward of verſe. 
As beauty's potent queen, with ev'ry grace 

That once was Emma's, has adorn'd thy face : 

And as her ſun has to my boſom dealt 

That conſtant flame, which faithful Henry felt: 

O let the ſtory with thy life agree : 


Let men once more the bright example ſee; 


What Emma was to him, be thou to me. 
Nor ſend me by thy frown from her I — 


Diſtant and ſad a baniſh'd man to rove. 


But oh! with pity long intreated crown 


My pains and hopes; and when thou ſay' ſt that one ne $ 
Of all mankind thou lov'ſt, oh! think on me alone. 


| W Her beauteous Is and her huſband Tame 


With mingled waves for ever flow the ſame : 
In times of yore an ancient baron liv'd ; 


Great gifts beſtow d, and great reſpect del. 


When dreadful E ters with ſucceſsful care, 


| Led his freed Br:tons to the Gallic war; 
This lord had headed his appointed bands, 


In firm allegiance to his mA commands 
And (all 22 — faithfully üſcharg' d) 


Had brought back his paternal coat, inlarg'd 


With a new mark, the witneſs of his toil ; 
And no inglorious part of foreign ſpoil. 
From the loud camp retir'd, and noiſy court, 


- Jn honourable eaſy and rural ſport, 


The remnant of his days he fafely paſt ; 


Nor found they lagg d too flow, nor flew too faſt. 


He made his wiſh with his eſtate comply ; 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to dye, 

One child he had, a daughter chaſte and fair; 
His age's comfort, and his fortune's heir. 
They call'd her Emma ; for the beauteous dame 
Who gave the virgin birth, had born the name. 
The name th' indulgent father doubly lov'd; 
For in the child the mother's charms improv'd. 


8 


Yet, 


. 


W 
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Yet, as when little round his knees ſhe plaid; 
He call'd her oft in {port his Nut-brown Maid: 
'The friends and tenants tock the fondling word ; 
(As ſtill they pleaſe, who imitate their lord) 
Uſage confirm'd what fancy had begun : 
The mutual terms around the lands were known ; 7 
And Emma and the Nut-&r0n Maid were one. F 
As with her ſtature ſtill, her charms encreas'd; 
Thro! all the iſle her beauty was confels'd. 
Oh! what perfections muſt that virgin ſhare, 
Who faireſt is eſteem'd, where all are fair? 
From diſtant ſhires repair the noble youth, 
And find, report for once hud leſſen'd truth. 
By wonder firſt, and then by paſlicn mov'd, 5 
1 hey came; they ſaw ; they marvelr'd ; and they lov'd. 
* praiſes, and by ſecret highs, | 
| tv own'd the gen'ral power of Emma's eyes. 
In tilts and turnaments the valiant ftr ove, 
By glorious deeds, to purchale Emmu's love. 
In gentle verſe, the witty told their flame; 
And grac'd their choicelt ſongs with Emma's name. 
In vain they combated, in vam they writ : 
U cſeleſs their ſtrength, and impotent their wit. 
Great Venus only muſt direct the dart, 
Which elſe will never reach the fair one's heart: 
Spight of th' attempts of force, and ſoſt effects of art. 
Great /em-s mult prefer the happy one : 1 


In Herr,'s caute her favour muſt be ſhown : | 
And Emma of mankin« muſt love but him alone. 
While theſe in publick, to the caſtle came, 
And by their grandeur juſtify d their flame: 
More ſecret ways the careful Hen/y takes; 
His 'Iquires, his arms, and equipage forſak es. 
In borrow'd name and falſe attire array'd, 
Oft he finds means to lee the beauteous maid. | 
When Emma hunts, in huntiman's habit dreſt, 
Henry on foot purſues the bounding beaſt. 
In his right hand his beachen pole he bears: 
Yet And graceful at his fide his horn he wears. 
? 


H 3 still 
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Still to the glade, where ſhe has bent her way, 
With knowing ſkill he drives the future prey. 
Bids her decline the hill, and ſhun the brake ; 
And ſhews the path her ſteed may ſafeſt take. | 
Directs her ſpear to fix the glorious wound; Y 
Pleas'd, in his toils to have her triumph crown'd;: > 
And blows her praiſes in no common ſound. £ 
A falc'ner Henry is, when Emma hawks: 
With her of tarſels, and of lures he talks. 
Upon his wriſt the tow'ring merlin ſtands ; 
Practis'd to riſe, and ſtoop, at her commands. 
And when ſuperior now the bird has flown, 
And headlong brought the tumbling quarry down : 
With humble rev'rence he accoſts the fair; | 
And with the honour'd feather decks her hair. 
Yet ſtill, as from the ſportive field ſhe goes, 
His down-caft eye reveals his inward woes. 
And by his look and ſorrow is expreſt, 
A nobler game purſu'd, than bird or beaſt. 
A ſhepherd now along the plain he roves ; 
And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves. 
The neighb'ring iwains around the ſtranger throng, | 
Or to admire, or emulate his ſong: e „ 
While, with ſoft ſorrow he renews his lays, 0 
Nor heedful of their envy, nor their praiſe. 
But ſoon as Emma's eyes adorn the plain, 
His notes he raiſes to a nobler ſtrain ; 
With dutiful reſpect, and ſtudious fear, 
Leſt any careleſs ſound offend her ear. 
A frantick gipſey now the houſe he haunts, 
And in wild phraſes ſpeaks diſſembled wants. 
With the fond maids in palmiſtry he deals : 
They tell the ſecret firſt, which he reveals: : 
Says who ſhall wed, and who ſhall be beguil'd ; | 
What groom ſhall get, and ſquire maintain the child, 
But when bright Emma wou'd her fortune know; 
A ſofter look unbends his op'ning brow. 
With trembling awe he gazes on her eye ; 
And in ſoft accents, forms the kind reply : 


Od tb ed a>. oc 
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That 
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That ſhe ſhall prove as fortunate as fair, | 
And Hymen's choiceſt gifts are all reſerv'd for her. 
Now oft had Henry chang'd his fly diſguiſe ; 

Unmark'd by all, but beauteous Emma's eyes. 

Oft had found means alone to ſee the dame, 
And at her feet to breathe his am'cous flame: 
And oft the pangs of abſence to remove, 

By letters, toft interpreters of love: 

*Till time and induftry (the mighty two, 

That bring our wiſhes nearer to our view) 


5 perceive, that the inclining fair 


 Recerv'd his vows with no reluctant ear; 

That Venus had confirm'd her equal reign, 

And dealt to Emma's heart a ſhare of Heary's pain. 
While Cupid ſmil'd, by kind occaſion bleſs' d, 
And, with the ſecret kept, the love increas'd ; 

The am'rous youth frequents the filent groves ; 

And much he meditates, for much he loves. 

He loves: tis true; and is belov'd again: 

Great are his joys; but will they long remain ? 

Emma with ſmiles receives his preſent flame; 

hut ſmiling, will ſhe ever be the ſame? 
Beautiful looks are rul'd by fickle minds; 

And ſummer ſeas are turn'd by fudden winds. 

Another love may gain her eaſie youth: es 

Time changes thought; and flatt'ry conquers truth. 

O impotent eſtate of human life! 5 
Where hope and fear maintain eternal ſtrife: 

Where fleeting joy does laſting doubt inſpire; 

And moſt we queſtion, what we moſt deſire. 

Amongſt thy various gifts, great heav'n, beſtow _ 

Our cup of love unmix'd ; forbear to throw 

Bitter ingredients in ; nor pall the draught | 

With nauſeous grief: for our ill-judging thought 

Hardly enjoys the pleaſurable taſte ; 


Or deems it not fincere ; or fears it cannot laſt. 


With wiſhes rais'd, with jealouſies oppreſt, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breaſt) 

By one great trial he reſolves to prove 
Ihe faith of woman, and the force of love. 
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If ſcanning Emma's virtues, he may find 
That beauteous frame incloſe a ſt 0 mind; 

He'll fix his hope, of future joy ſecure ; 
And live a ſlave to Hymen's happy pow 'r. 
But if the fair one, as he fears, is ; 
If pois'd aright in reaſon's equal ſcale, 

Light fly her merits, and her faults prevail ; 5 
His mind he vows to free from am'rous care; 

The latent miſchief from his heart to tear, 

Reſume his azure arms, and ſhine again in war. 
South of the caſtle, in a verdant glade, 

A ſpreading beach extends her friendly ſhade : 
Here oft the nymph his breathing vows had heard : 
Here oft her ſilence had her heart declar'd. 

As active fpring awak'd her infant buds ; 

And genial life inform'd the verdant woods: 

Henry, in knots involving Emma's name, 

Had half expreis'd, and half conceal'd his fame 
Upon this tree: and as the tender mark 

Grew with the year, and widen'd with the bark : 
Venus had heard the virgin's ſoft addreſs, 

That, as the wound, the p ſſion might 3 

As potent nature ſhed her kindly ſhow'rs; _ 
And deck'd the various mead with op'ning flow'rs ; 
Upon this tree, the nymph's obliging care 

Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair: 

Which as with gay delight the lover found ; 
Pleas'd with his conqueſt, with her preſent crown'd, 

_ Glorious thro' all the plains he oft had gone, 1 
And to each ſwain the myſtic honour ſhown ; F ; 
The gift {ill prais'd, the giver ſtill unknown- F 

His ſecret note the troubled Henry writes, 6 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites: : 
Imperfe& words and dubious terms N 
That unforeſeen miſchance diſturb'd his peace; 
That he muſt ſomething to her ear commend, 
On which her conduct, and his life depend. 
Soon as the fair one had the note receiv'd ; 

The remnant of the day alone ſhe griev'd : 


— ts — 


For 
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For diff rent this from ev'ry former note, 
Which Venus diftated, and Henry wrote; 
Which told her all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear boſom of his Nut-brown Maid; 
Which always bleſs'd her eyes, and own'd her pow'r ; 
And bid her oft adicu, yet added more. | 
Now night advanc'd, the houſe in ſleep were laid, 
The nurſe experienc'd, and the prying maid ; 
And laſt that ſprite, which does inceſſant haunt 
The lover's ſteps, the ancient maiden aunt. 
To her dear Henry, Emma wings her way, 
With quicken'd pace repairing forc'd delay. 
For love, fantaſtic pow'r, that is afraid 
Io ſtir abroad 'till watchfulneſs be laid; | 
Undaunted then, o'er cliffs and valleys ftrays ; 
And leads his yot'ries ſafe thro' pathleſs ways. 
Not Argus with his hundred eyes ſhall find, 
Where Cupid goes; tho' he poor guide is blind. 
The maiden firſt arriving ſent her eye 
To aſk, if yet it's chief delight were nigh : _ 
With fear, and with defire, with joy, and pain, . 
:  Sheſees, and runs to meet him on the plain. | 
But oh! his ſteps proclaim no lover's haſte ; 
On the low ground his fix'd regards are caſt : 
| His artful boſom heaves diſſembled ſighs; 
And tears ſuborn'd fall copious from his eyes. 
C With eaſe, alas! we credit what we love: 
1 His painted grief does real ſorrow move 


In the afflicted fair; adown her chcek 3 

I Trickling the genuine tears their current break. 
Attentive ſtood the mournful nymph : the man 

Broke ſilence firſt ; the tale alternate ran. 


* 


55 e 85 
Olncære O tell me, haſt thou felt a pain, 
Emma, beyond what woman knows to feign? 
Has thy uncertain boſom ever ſtrove 
With the firſt tumults of a real love? 

For 1 Faſt thou now dreaded, and now bleſt his ſway ; 
By turns averſe, and joyful to obey ? 3 
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Thy virgin ſoftneſs haſt thou e'er bewail'd, 

As reaſon yielded, and as love prevail'd? 
And wept the potent God's reſiſtleſs dart, 

His killing pleaſure, his extatick ſmart, 

And heav'nly poiſon thrilling thro! thy heart! ? 

If fo, with pity view my wretched ſtate; 

At leaſt deplore, and then forget my fate: 

To ſome more happy knight reſerve thy charms, 

By fortune favour'd, and ſucceſsful arms : 

And only, as the ſun's revolving ray | 

Brings back each year this melancholy day; 

Permit one ſigh, and ſet apart one tear, 

To an abandon'd exile's endleſs care. 

For me, alas! out-caſt of human race, 
Love's anger only waits, and dire diſgrace : 

For lo! theſe hands in murther are imbru'd ; 
Theſe trembling feet by juſtice are purſu'd : 

Fate calls aloud, and haſtens me away; 

A ſhameful death attends my longer ſtay ; 

And I this night muſt fly from thee and love, 


Condemn'd 1 in lonely woods a baniſh'd man to rove. 


E M M A. 
What is our bliſs that changeth with the moon ? 

And day of life, that darkens eer tis non? 

What is true paſſion, if unbleſt it dies; 

And where is Emma's joy, if Henry flies? 

If love, alas! be pain; the pain I bear, 

No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 

Ne'er faithful woman felt, nor falſe one feign d 


The flames, which long have in my boſom reign'd: 


The god of love himſelf inhabits there, 

With all his rage, and dread, and grief, and care, 

His complement of ſtores, and total war. 

Oh! ceaſe then coldly to ſuſpect my love; 

And let my deed at leaſt my faith approve. 

Alas | no youth ſhall my endearments ſhare ; 

Nor Day, nor night ſhall interrupt my care : 

No future ſtory ſhall with truth upbraid 
. the Nut-brown Maid : 


? 


Nor 


_ 
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Nor to hard baniſhment ſhall Henry run; 
While careleſs Emma ſleeps on beds of down. 
View me reſov'd, where- e er thou lead'ſt, to go, 
Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe: 
For J atteſt fair Venus, and her ſon, 
That 1, of all mankind, will love but thee alone. 
HE NX I. 

Let prudence yet obſtruct thy vent rous way 3 

And take good heed, what men will think and 171 ; 


Iuhat beauteous Emma vagrant courſes took; 


Her father's houſe and civil life forſook ; 
That full of youthful blood, and fond of man, 
She to the wood-land with an exile ran. 
Reflect, that leſſen d fame is ne'er regain d; 
And virgin honour once, is always ſtain'd: 
Timely advis'd, the coming evil ſhun : 
Better not do the deed, than weep it done. 
No penance can abſolve our guilty fame? 
Nor tears, that waſh out fin, can five out ſhame. 
Then fly the ſad effects of deſp'rate love; 
And leave a baniſh'd man thro lonely woods to rove. 
ZN . 

has Emma's hapleſs caſe be fallly told 
By the raſh young, or the ill. natur d old: 
Let ev'ry tongue it's various cenſures chuſe; 
Abſolve with coldneſs, or with ſpite accuſe: 
Fair truth, at laſt her radiant beams will raiſe ; 
And malice vanquiſh'd heightens virtue's praiſe. 
Eet then thy favour but indulge my flight ; 
O! let my preſence make thy travels light; 
And potent Venus ſhall exalt my name 
Above the rumours of cenſorious fame: 
Nor from that buſie Demon's reſtleſs pow'r 
Will ever Emma other grace implore, 

Than that this truth ſhould to the world be known, 
That I of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone. 
NA. 

But canſt thou wield the ſword, and bend the bow ? 

With active force repel the ſturdy toe ? 


bes 


1 
4 
1 

1 
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when the loud tumult ipeaks the battle nigh, 

And winged deaths in whiſtling arrows fly ; 
Wilt thou, tho' wounded, yet undaunted ſtay, 
Perform thy part, and ſhare the dangerous day? 
Then, as thy ſtrength decays, thy heart will fail; 
Thy limbs all trembling, and thy cheeks all pale: 
With fruitleſs forrow thou, inglorious maid, 

Wilt weep thy ſafety by thy love betray d: 

Then to thy friend, by foes o'er-charg'd, deny 
Thy little uſeleſs aid, and coward fly : 


'Then wilt thou curſe the chance that made thee love : 
A baniſh'd man, condemn'd in lonely woods to rove. 


E MM A. 
With fatal certainty Thale/ris knew, 

To ſend the arrow from the twanging yew : 
And great in arms, and foremoſt in the war, 
Bonduca brandiſh'd high the Britiſb ſpear. 
Could thirſt of vengeance, and deſire of fame 
Excite the female breaſt with martial flame ? 
And ſhall not love's diviner pow'r inſpire 
More hardy virtue, and more gen'rous fire? 
Near thee, miſtruſt not, conſtant I'll abide, 
And fall, or vanquiſh, fighting by thy fide. 
'Tho' my inferior ſtrength may not allow, 
That I ſhould bear, or draw the warrior bow ; 5 
With ready hand 1 will the ſhaft ſupply, 

And joy to ſee thy victor arrows fly. 
Touch'd in the battle by the hoſtile reed, 


Should'ſ thou (but — n avert it !) ſhould'ſt thou bleed; 


To ftop the wounds my fineft lawn I'd tear; 

Waſh them with tears, and wipe them with my hair: 
| Bleft, when my dangers and my toils have ſhown, 
5 Thar I of all mankind, 0 how bu ther than. 


' '# & © & 7 
But canſt thou, 2 . canſt _ fuftain 
Afflictive want, s preſſing pain 


en labs, . A fib myd 


From ſun- beams guarded, and of winds afraid; 
Can they bear angry Fove? can they refit * 
The parching dog-ſtar, and the bleak north. eaſt ? 


OE 1 


„„ ee ET 


6 
1 


: 


3 When chill'd by adverſe ſnows, and beatin rain, 


Berries and acorns, from the neigb'ring wood; 


Thoſe ſeats, whence long excluded thou muſt mourn : 


When the winds whiſtle, and the tempeſts roar ? 
Our loves; one deſtiny our life ſhall guide; 


With humble duty and officious hafte, 
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We tread with weary ſteps the longſome plain; 
When with hard toil we ſeek our ev'ning food, 


And find among the cliffs no other houſe, 

But the thin covert of ſome gather'd boughs; 

Wilt thou not then reluctant ſend thine eye 

Around the dreary waſte, and weeping try, l 
(Tho? then, alas ! that tryal be too late) 25 
To find thy father's hoſpitable gate, | 
And ſeats, where eaſe and plenty brooding fate ? 


—ä—— — 4 * —— 


That gate for ever barr'd to thy return: 

Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 

And hate a baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove? 
LY © & © 2 | | 

Thy riſe of fortune did I only wed, 

From it's decline determin'd to recede? 

Did I but purpoſe to embark with thee, 

On the ſmooth ſurface of a ſummer's ſea ; 

While gentle Zephyrs play in proſp'rous gales ; 

And fortune's favour fills the ſwelling fails : 

But would forſake the ſhip, and make the ſhoar, 


No, Henry, no: one ſacred oath has ty'd - 4 


Nor wild, nor deep our common way divide. 
When from the cave thou riſeſt with the day, 
To beat the woods, and rouſe the bounding prey; 
The cave with moſs and branches I'll adorn, 

And chearful ſit, to wait my lord's return. : 
And when thou frequent bring'ft the ſmitten deer ; 
{For ſeldom, archers fay, thy arrows err) 

I'll fetch quick fewel from the neighb'ring wood, 
And ftrike the ſparkling flint, and dreſs the food: 


I'll cull the furtheſt mead for thy repaſt : 
The choiceſt herbs I to thy board will bring; 
And draw thy water from the freſheſt ſpring; 
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And when at ; night with weary toil oppreſt, 
Soft ſlumbers thou enjoy ſt, and wholeſome reſt ; 
Watchful I'll guard thee, and with midnight pray r 
Weary the gods to keep thee in their care; 
And joyous aſk at morn's returning ray, 
If thou haſt health, and I may blets the day. 
My thought ſhall fix, my lateſt wiſh de — 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinſman, — , friend: 
By all th names be Henry known | 
To Emma's heart ; and grateful let him own, © 
That ſhe of all mankind, could love but him alone. 
= @ © „ 

Vainly thou tell'ſt me, what the woman's care 
Shall in the wildneſs of the wood prepare : 
Thou, e're thou goeſt, unhappieſt of thy kind, 
Miuſt leave the habit, and the ſex behind. 
No longer ſhall thy comel y treſſes break 
In flowing ringlets on thy ſnowy neck; 
Or ſit behind thy head, an ample round, 
In graceful breeds with various ribbon bound : 
No longer ſhall the boddice aptly lac d, 
3 vain thy full boſom to thy ſlender waſte, 
| That air and harmony of ſhape expreſs, 
Fine by degrees, and beautifully leſs : 
Nor ſhall thy lower artful pleat 
From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, 
Arm their chaſte beauties with a modeſt pride, 
And double ey'ry charm they ſeek to hide. 
Th' ambrofial plenty of thy ſhining hair 
Cropt off and loſt, ſcarce lower than thy ear 
Shall ſtand uncouth : a horſeman's coat ſhall hide, 
Thy taper ſhape, and comelineſs of fide : 
'The ſhort trunk-hoſe ſhall ſhew thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common eye-ſight free : 
And with a bolder ſtride, and looſer air, 
Mingl'd with men, a man thou muſt appear. 

Nor ſolitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 


Miſtaken maid, ſhalt thou in foreſts find: 
Ti long ſince Cynthia and her train were there 


Vagrants 


F 
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Vagrants and out- laws ſhall offend thy view; 

(For ſuch muſt be my friends ;) a hideous crew, 
| By adverſe fortune mird! in ſocial ill; 

Tlain d to aſſault, and diſciplin'd to kill : 

Their common loves, a lewd abandon'd pack, 

The beadle's laſh ſtill flagrant on their back; 

By ſloth corrupted, by diſorder fed, 

Made bold by want, and proſtitute for bread. 

With ſuch . Emma hunt the tedious day, 

Aſſiſt their violenee, and divide their prey; 

With ſuch ſhe muſt return a ſetting light; 

Tho' not partaker, witneſs of their night. 

Thy ear, inur'd to charitable ſounds, 

And pitying love, muſt feel the hateful wounds 

Of jeſt obſcene, and vulgar ribaldry ; 1 8 

The ill bred queſtion, and the lewd reply ; 

Brought by long habitude from bad to worſe 

| Muſt hear the frequent oath, the direful curſe, 
That lateſt weapon of the wretches war : 

And blaſphemy, ſad comrade of deſpair. 

Now, Emma, now the laſt reflection make, 
What thou wou'dſt follow, what thou muſt forſake: 
By our ill-omen'd ſtars, and adverſe heay'n, 

No middle object to thy choice 1s giv'n. 

Qr yield thy virtue to attain thy love ; 

Or leave a baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove. 

| E MMA. 

| O grief of heart! that our unhappy fares | 

Force thee to ſuffer what thy honour hates : 

| Mix thee amongft the bad; or make thee run 

I o0oo near the paths, which virtue bids thee un. 

Yet with her Henry ſtill let Emma go; 

With him abhor a vice, but ſhare the woe: 

| And ſure my little heart can never err 

Amidſt the worſt, if Henry ſtill be there. 

Our outward act is dae, from within; 

And from the ſinner's mind proceeds the ſin: 

By her own choice free virtue is approv'd; 

Nor by the force of outward objects mov'd. 5 
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Who has aſſay' d no danger, gains no praiſe. 
In a ſmall iſle, amidſt the wideſt ſeas, | | 
Triumphant conſtancy has fix d her ſeat : 7 
In vain the ſyrens ſing, the tempeſts beat: 9 
Their flatt'ry ſhe rejects, nor fears their threat. 

For thee alone theſe little charms I dreft ; 

Condemn'd them, or abſolv'd them by thy teſt. 
In comely figure rang'd my jewels ſhone ; 
Or negligently plac'd, for thee alone: 
For thee again they ſhall be laid aſide; 
The woman, Henry, ſhall put off her pride 
For thee : my cloaths, my ſex exchang d, for thee, 
II mingle with the peoples wretched lee; 
Oh! line extream of human infamy ! 
Wanting the ſciſſors with theſe hands I'll tear 
(If that obſtructs my flight) this load of hair. 
Black ſoot or yellow walnut ſhall diſgrace 
This little red and white of Emma's face. 


Left by my look or colour be expreſs'd 
The mark of ought high born, or ever better dreſs'd. 
Yet in this commerce, under this diſguiſe, 
Let me be grateful ſtill to Henry's eyes: 
Loft to the world, let me to him be known : 
My fate I can ablolve, if he ſhall own, 
8 leaving all mankind, I love but him alone. 
| HENRY. 
0 wildeſt thought of an abandon'd mind! 
Name, habit, parents, woman left behind, 
Ev'n honour dubious, thou preferr'ſt to go 
Wild to the woods with me; ſaid Emma ſo? 
Or did I dream what Emma never ſaid? 
O guilty error! and oh wretched maid ! - 
Whoſe roving fancy would reſolve the ſame J 
fame; 


Theſe nails with ſcratches ſhall deform my breaſt, 8 | 


With him, who next ſhould tempt her eaſie | 

And blow with empty words the ſuſceptible flame. 

Now why ſhould doubtful terms thy mind perplex ? 

Confeſs thy ay and avow the 2 
eſi 


No longer looſe deſire for conſtant love [rove. - 


 Ailtake; but * tis man, wal whom thou long'ſt to 
— EMA A. 
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Are there not poiſons, racks, and flames, and ſwords ;. 
That Emma thus muſt die by Henry's words? 
Yet what could ſwords or poiſon, racks or flame, 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame ? 
More fatal Henry's words they murder Emma's fame. 

And fall theſe ſayings from that gentle tongue, | 
Where civil ſpeech and ſoft 2 hung, 
Whoſe artful ſweetneſs and harmonious ſtrain 
Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, 


And, whilſt it Henry's glowing flame convey d, 
Still blam'd the coldneſs of the Nuz-brown Maid? | 
Let envious jealoufie, and canker'd ſpight 0 


Call'd ages, and tears, and wiſhes to it's aid: 8 


Produce my action to ſevereſt light, 


And tax my open day, or ſecret night. | 
Did e're my tongue {peak my unguarded heart 


The leaſt inclin'd to play the wanton's part? 


Did ere my eye one inward thought reveal, 


Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell? 


One fault, but that which I muſt ever own, | > 

That I of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone? 

2, as . : 
Vainly thou talk'it of loving me alone: 

Each man is man; and all our ſex is one. 


And haſt thou, Henry, in my conduct known 8 5 


Nor in love's ritual can we ever find 


* Falſe are our words ; and fickle is our mind: 9 | 
| Vows made to laſt, or promiſes to bind. 


By nature prompted, and for empire made, 


Alike by ftrength or cunning we invade : 3 

When arm'd with rage we march againſt the foe; 
Me lift the battle-ax, and draw the bow: 
When fir'd with paſſion we attack the fair; 

Deluſive ſighs and brittle vows we bear: 

Our falſhoud and our arms have equal uſe ; 

As they our conqueſt or delight produce. 


The fooliſh heart thou gav'ſt, again receive; 


The only boon departing love can give. 


To 


Shall weep the tury of my love decay'd : 
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What ſtrives to fly thee, why ſhould'ſt thou purſue ? 
Forget the preſent flame ; inculge a new. 
Single the lovelieſt of the am'rous youth; 

Aſk for his vow ; but hope not for his truth. | 
The next man (and the next thou ſhalt believe) 8 


To be leſs wretched, be no longer true: £ g 


Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; 
Will kneel, impore, perſiſt, o'ercome, and leave. 


Be wiſe, and falſe ; ſhun trouble, ſeek delight, 


Hence let thy Cupid aim his arrows right; x . 


Change thou the firſt; nor wait thy lover's flight. 
Why ſhould'i thou weep ? let nature judge our caſe : 
I faw thee young, and fair; purſu'd the chaſe 

Of youth, and beauty: I another ſaw _ 
Fairer, and younger: yielding to the law 

Of our all-ruling mother, 1 purſu'd 

More youth, more beauty: bleſt viciflitude! _ 
My active heart ſtill keeps it's priſtine flame: 


The object alter'd, the deſire the ſame. 1 


This younger fairer pleads her rightful charms; 
With preſent power compels me to her arms. 
And much I fear, from my ſubjected mind, 

(If beauty's force to conſtant love can bind) 
That years may roll, e're in her turn, the maid 


And weeping follow me, as thou doſt now, 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. 
Nor can the wildneſs of thy wiſhes err 
So wide, to hope that thou may ſt live with her. 
Love, well thou know' {t, no partnerſhip allows: 
Cupid averſe rejects divided vows. 
Then from thy fooliſh heart, vain maid, remove 4 


An uſeleſs ſorrow, and an ill-ſtar'd love 
And leave me with the fair, at large in woods tor rove. 
| | E MM A. 

Are we in life throꝰ one great error led 5 
Is each man perjur'd, and each nymph betray'd? 
Of the ſuperior ſex art thou the worſt? 
Am 1 of mine the moſt compleatly curit ? 


Yet 
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Yet let me go with thee ; and going prove, 


| From what I will cater how much I love. 


This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 


This happy object of our diff” rent care, 


Her let me follow ; her let me attend, 
A ſervant : (ſhe may ſcorn the name of friend. 54 


What ſhe demands, inceſſant I'll prepare; 


III weave her garlands. and I'Il pleat her hair : : 
My buſie diligence ſhall deck her board; 


| (For there atleaſt I may approach my lord. * 
And when her Henry's e hours adviſe 


His ſervant's abſence; with dejected eyes 
Far PI recede, and ſighs forbid to riſe. 

Yet when encreaſing grief brings flow diſeaſe ; 
And ebbing life, on terms ſevere as theſe, 


Will have it's little lamp no longer fed; 
When Henry's miſtreſs ſhows him Emma dead ; 


Reſcue my poor remains from vile neglect. 


With virgin honours let my herſe be deckt, 


And decent emblem; and at leaſt perſuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid, 


Where thou, dear author of my death, where ſhe 


With frequent eye my ſepulchre may ſee. 
The nymph amidſt her joys may haply breath 
One pious ſigh, reflecting on my death, 


And the fad fate which ſhe may one day prove, 


Who hopes from Henry's vows eternal love. 
And thou forſworn, thou cruel, as thou art, 


If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart, 


157 


Thou ſure muſt give one thought, and drop one tear 


To her whom love abandon'd to deſpair ; 
To her, who dying, on the wounded ſtone 
Bid it in laſting characters be known, 
That of mankind, ſhe lov'd but thee alone. 
HENRY: 


| 


Hear, ſolemn Fowe ; and conſcious Venus, hear; 


And thou, bright maid, believe me, whilſt I ſwear ; 
No time, no change, no future flame ſhall move 


The well plac'd baſis of my laſting love. 
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At leaſt excuſe a tryal too ſevere : 
Receive the triumph, and forget the war. WS 

No baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove, | 
Intreats thy pardon, and implores thy love : | | 
No perjur'd knight defires to quit thy arms, 
Eaireſt collection of thy ſexes charms, 
Crownof my love, and honour of my youth: 
Henry, thy Henry with eternal truth, 
As thou may ſt wiſh, ſhall all his life imploy, 
And found his glory i in his Emma's joy. 

In me behold the potent EA ar's heir, 
IIluſtrious earl, him terrible in war 
Let Loyre confeſs ; for ſhe has felt his ſword, 
And trembling fled before the Biitiſe lord. 
Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows; 
For ſhe amidſt his ſpacious meadows flows; 
Inclines her urn upon his fatten'd lands; 


O powerful virtue! O victorious fair! : 


And ſees his numerous herd imprint her ſands. 


Ro thou, my fair, my dove, ſhall raiſe th y thought 
LL poem next to empire ; ſhalt be 3 


ſolemn pomp, to my paternal ſeat, 7 | 


Where peace and plenty on thy word ſhall wait. 


And whule the prieſts accuſe the bride's delay; 
Myrtles and ro:es ſhall obſtruct her way. 


Muſick and fong ſhall wake the marriage-day : : 2 | 


Friendſhip ſhall ftill thy evening feaſts adorn ; 995 | . 


And blooming peace ſhall ever bleis thy morn : 

cceeding years their happy race ſhall run; 
Axd — unheeded by delight come on; 

ile yet ſuperior love ſhall mock his pow'r : 
And when old time ſhall turn the fated hour,. 
Which only can our well-ty'd knot unfold, 
What reſts of. both, one ſepulchre ſhall hold. 

Hence then, for ever from my Emma's breaſt. 

(That heav'n of ſoftneis, and tha: feat of reſt) wm 
Ye doubts and fears, an that know to move # 


Tormenting grief, and trouble love, 
Scatter d by winds recede, wild in foreſts rove. 


Mn „ een desde 


I *.* 


H. 


—— — 
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O day the faireſt ſure that ever roſe! 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes! et 
Sire of her joy, and ſource of her delight; ö 
O! wing'd with pleaſure tike thy happy flight, 
And give each future morn a tinQure of thy white. 
Yet tell thy vot'ry, potent queen of love, 
Henry, my Henry, will he never rove? 
Will he be ever kind, and juſt, and good? 
And is there yet no miſtreis in the wood? 
None, none there is : the thought was raſh and 1 vain ; 


A falle idea, anda fancy d pain. 


Doubt ſhall for ever quit my ſtrengthen'd heart; 
And anxious jealouſic's corroding imart ; 


Nor other inmate ſhall inhabit there, 


But ſoft belief, young joy, and pleaſing care, 
Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 


And fortune's various gale unheeded blow. 


If at my feet the ſuppliant goddeis ſtands, 


And ſheds her treaſure with unwcary'd hands ; 


Her preſent favour cautious I'll embrace, 
And not unthankful uſe the proffer'd grace: 
If ſhe reclaims the temporary boon, 

And tries her pinions flutt'ring tobe gone; 
Secure of mind I'll obviate her intent, 


And unconcern'd return the good ſhe lent. 
Nor happineſs can I, nor miſery feel, 


From any turn of her fantaſtick wheel: 


Friendſhip's great laws, and love's ſuperior pow” rs, 
Muft ok the colour of my future hours. £ 
From the events which thy commands create, 

I muſt my bleſſings or my ſorrows date: 


And Henry's will muſt dictate Emma's fate. 


Yet while with cloſe delight and inward pride 


(Which from the world my careful ſoul ſhall hide 4 


L ſee thee, lord and end of my deſire, 


Exalted high as virtue can require; 
With pow inveſted, and with pleaſure chear'd ; 
| "_ by the good, by EPS fear d; 
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Loaded and bleſt with all the affluent ſtore, : 

Which human vows at ſmoaking ſhrines implore ; 

Grateful and humble grant me to employ 

My life, ſubſervient only to thy joy ; 

And at my death to bleſs thy kindneſs ſhown 

To her, who of mankind, could love but thee alone. 
Hile thus the conſtant pair alternate ſaid, 


5 0 | Joyful above them, and around them play'd 
Angels and fportive loves, a numerous crowd ; 
Smiling they clapt their wings, and low they bow'd : 

They tumbled all their little quivers o'er, 

To chuſe propitious ſhafts ; a precious ſtore : 

That whentheir god ſhould take his future darts, 

Toftrike (however rarely) conſtant hearts, 

His happy ſkill might proper arms employ, 

All tipt with pleaſure, and all wing'd with joy : 

And thoſe, they vow'd, whoſe lives ſhould imitate 

Theie lovers conſtancy, ſhould ſhare their fate. 
The queen of beauty ſtop'd her bridled doves ; 

Approv'd the little labour of the loves; 
Was proud and pleas'd the mutual vow to hear; 8 


_— 7 
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And to the triumph call'd the god of war: 

Soon as ſhe calls, the god is always near. 
Now Mars, ſhe ſaid, let Fame exalt her voice; 
Nor let thy conqueſts only be her choice: 
But when ſhe ſings great Edward from the field 
Return'd, the hoſtile ſpear and captive ſhield, 
In Concord's temple hung, and Gallia taught to yield. 
And when, as prudent Saturn ſhall compleat 

The year's defign'd to perfect Britain's ſtate ; 

The ſwift-wing'd power ſhall take her trump again, 

To ſing her fav'rite Annas wond'rous reign ; 

To recolle& unweary'd Maribre's toils, 
Old Rafu hall unequal to his ſpoils; 

The Britiſb ſoldier from his high command | 
_ Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquiſh'd by his hand; 
Let her at leaſt perform what I defire; 

With ſecond breath the vocal braſs inſpire ; 


And 


; 
) 


From ev'ry annual courſe let one great day, 
Jo celebrated ſports and floral play 


And everlaſting marks of honour paid 
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And tell the nations in no vulgar ſtrain, 

What wars | manage, and what wreaths I gain. | 
And when thy tumults and thy fights are paſt, 

And when thy laurels at my feet are caſt ; 

Faithful may'ſt thou like Britiſb Henry prove, 


And Emma-like let me return thy love. 


Renown'd for truth let all thy ſons appear ; 


And conſtant beauty ſhall reward their care. 


Mars \miPd, and bow'd : the Cyprian deity 
Turn'd to the glorious ruler of the ſky : 
And thou, ſhe imiling faid, great god of days . 
And verſe, behold my ns; and fing my — 
As on the Britiſb earth, my far rite ile, 


Thy gentle rays and kindeſt influence ſmile, 


Thro all her laughing fields and verdant groves, 
Proclaim with joy theſe memorable loves. 


Be ſet aſide; and in the fofteſt lays 
Of thy poetic ſons, be ſolemn praiſe, 


To the true FIN, and the nut-brown maid. 


AN 
ST 
. 8 Humbly inſcrib'd to the 
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Glorious Succeſs 
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5 N 


Written in 233 of 5 Style. 
1 Te non paventis funera Galliæ, | 
Duræque tellus audit Iberiæ: 


Te cæde gaudentes Sicambri 
C GP venerantur armis. 


PREFACE 
Wilen I firſt thought of writing upon this occaſion 1 
| found the Ideas ſo great and numerous, that I judg- 
ed them more proper for the warmth of an Ode, than for 
any other ſort of poetry : I therefore ſet Horace before 


me for a pattern, and particularly his famous ode, the 


fourth of the fourth book, 
Qualem miniſtrum fulminis Alitem, &c. 


which he wrote in praiſe of Druſus after his expedition into 


Germany, and of Auguſtus upon his happy choice of that 
general. And in the following poem, tho' I have endea- 
vour'd to imitate all the great ſtrokes of that ode, I have ta- 
ken the liberty to go off from it, and to add variouſſy, as the 
ſubject and my own imagination carry'd me. As to the 
ſtyle, the choice I made of following the Ode in Latin, de- 
termin'd me in Exgliſb to the Stanza; and herein it was 
impoſſible not to have a mind to follow our great Country- 
man Spenſer; which I have done (as well at leaſt as I 
could) in the manner of my expreſſion, and the turn of my 
number: Having only added one verſe to his ſtanza, 
which I thought made the number more Harmonious; and 
avoided ſach of his words as I found too obſolete : I have 
howeverretained ſome few of them, to make the colouring 


look more like Spenſer's. Bebeſt, command; Band, Army; 


Prowweſt, ſtrength; I aveet, I know ; I abeen, I think; 
*whilom, heretofore ; and two or three more of that kind, 
which I hope the Ladies will pardon me, and not judge 
my Mae leſs handſome, tho for once ſhe appears in a far- 


thin gal. I have alſo, in Spenſer's manner, uſed Cæſar for 


the Emperor, Boza for Bavaria, Bavar for that prince, 
Iſter for Danube, Peria for Spain, &. 
That noble part of the Odewhich I juſt now mentioned, 
Gens, que cremato fortis ab Tio 
__ Fa&ata Tuſci. æguoribus, &c.— 5 
where Horace praiſes the Romans as being deſcended from 
£neas, I haveturn'd to the Honour of the Britiſb nation, 
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| deſcended from Brute, likewiſe a Trojan. That this Brute, 
j fourth er fifth from Zreas, ſettled in England, and built 
London, which he call'd Teja Nowa, or Troynowante, is a 
ſtory, which (I think) owes it's original if not to Geoffry 
of Monmouth, at leaſt to the Menliſb writers; yet 13 not 
rejected by our great Camber ; and is told by Milton, as if 
at leaſt he was pleas d with it, tho poſſibly he does not be- 
lieve it: however it carries a poetical authority, which is 
ſufficient for our purpoſe. It is as certain that Brute came 
into England, as that Æneas went into Italy; and upon 
the ſuppoſition of theſe facts, Virgil wrote the beſt poem 
that the world ever read, and Spenſer paid queen Elixa- 
beth the greateſt compliment. 
I necd not obviate one piece of criticiſm, that I bring 
my Hero, | | | 


From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with blood : 


whereas he was not born, when that city was deftroy'd. 
Virgil, in the caſe of his own Zneas relating to Dido, will 
ſtand as a ſufficient proof, that a man in his poetical capa- 
city is not accountable for a little fault in chronology. 
My two great examples, Horace and Sper/er, in many 
things reſemble each other: both have a height of ima- 
gination, and a majeſty of expreſſion in deſcribing the Sab- 
lime; ard both know to temper thoſe talents, and ſweeten 
the deſcription, ſo as to make it lovely, as well as pompous : 
Both haveequally that agreeable manner of mixing mora- 
| lity with their tory, and that curioſa fe/icrtas in the choice 
of their diftion, which every writer aims at and ſo very 
few have reach d: both are particularly fine in their ima- 
ges, and, knowing in their numbers. Leaving therefore 
our two maſters to the conſideration and ſtudy of thoſe who 
deſign to excel in poetry, I only beg leave to add, that it is 
long ſince I have (or at leaſt ought to have) quitted Par- 
naſſus, and all the low'ry roads on that fide the country; 
tho I thought my ſelf indiſpenſably oblig'd, upon the pre- 
ſent occaſion, to take a little journey into thoſe parts. 


av 


* 
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W Hen great Auguſtus RED antient Rome, 


And ſent The — ring bands to foreign wars; 
Abroad when dreaded, and belov'd at home, 


He ſaw his fame encreaſing with his years; 


Horace, great bard (fo fate ordain'd) aroſe ; 
And bold. as as were his country-men in fight, 


Snatch'd their fair actions from degrading rote, 


And ſet their battles in eternal light : 
High as their trumpet” s tune, his lyre he rung ; 


And with his prince's arms he moraliz d his ſong. 


IT. 
When bright EIixa rul'd Britannia's tow, - 
Widely diftributing her high commands ; 
And boldly wiſe, and fortunately great, 


Freed the glad nations from tyrannick bands ; 


An equal genius was in Spenſer found: 

To the high theme he match'd his noble lays : 
He traveli'd Eng/and o'er on fairy-ground, 
In myſtick notes to fing his monarch's praiſe : 


EReciting wondrous truths in pleaſing dreams, 
He deck'd Eliza's head with Gloriana's beams. 


III. 


8 greateſt Anna! while thy RIO 8 
Paths of renown, and climb aſcents of fame, 


Which nor Auguſtus, nor Elixa knew; | 
Wink poet ſhall be found to ſing thy name? 


13 What 
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What numbers ſnall record, what tongue ſhall ſay 
Thy wars on land, thy triumphs on the main? 

O faireſt model of imperial ſway ! 

What equal pen ſhall write thy wond'rous reign | ? 

Who ſhall attempts and feats of arms rehearſe, 
Not yet by ſtory told, = — * verſe ? 


Me all too mean for FA 44 4 taſk ] weet : 
Vet if the Sovereign Lady deign's to ſmile, 
I'I follow Horace with impetuous heat, 
And cloath the verſe in Spenſer's native ſtile. 
Buy theſe examples rightly taught to ling, 
And ſmit with pleaſure of my country's praiſe, 
Stretching the plumes of an uncommon wing, 
High as Olympus I my flight will raiſe : 
And lateſt times ſhall in my numbers read 
Auna 8 immortal fame, and Maribri s hardy deed. 
| V. 
As the ſtrong eagle i in the ſilent wood, 
Mindleſs of warlike rage, and hoſtile care, 
Plays round the rocky cliff, or cryſtal flood; 
Till by Fove's high beheſts cal d out to war, 
And charg' d with thunder of his angry king, 
His boſom with the vengeful meſſage glows : 
Upward the noble bird directs his wing; 
And tow'ring round his maſter's earth-born "I | 
Swift he collects his fatal ſtock of ire; 
Lifts his fierce talon high, 9 2 darts the forked fre. 
I 


Sedate and <a thus victor Marlbri's ſate, 

Shaded with laurels, in his native land; 

"Till Anna calls him from his ſoft retreat, 

And gives her econd _— to his hand. 
Then leaving ſweet repoſ- _ entle — 2 

With ardent ſpeed he — the diſtant foe : 
Marching o'er hills and vales, o'er rocks and ſeas, 


He meditates, and ſtrikes the wond'rous blow. 


Our thought flies ſlower than our general's fame : 
Graſps he the bolt? (we aſk) when he has hurl'd the 


When 


It now would ſhine, and only give him leave 
His fide till ſmarting with the hunter's ſpear, 


In ſullen fury traverſes the plain, 
To find the vent'rous foe, and battle him again. 
5 IX 


'Thy ſword did godlike liberty maintain, 
Muſt from thy brow their falling honours ſhed ;- 


From thy ill councils date thy ill ſucceſs. 
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| VII. 
When fierce Bavar on Judbign's ſpacious plain 


Did from afar the Brit chief behold ; 


Betwixt deſpair, and rage, and hope, and pain, "ul 
Something within his warring boſom roll'd : | 
He views that fav'rite of indulgent fame, 


Whom Wh:ilam he had met on [er's ſhoar : 


Too well, alas ! the man he knows, the ſame, 
Whoſe proweſs there repell'd the Boran power; 
And ſen: them trembling thro” the frighted lands, 

Swift as the whirlwind drives Arabia's ſcattered fands. 
1 VIII. | 
His former loſſes he forgets to grieve ; _ - 

Abſolves his fate, if with a kinder ray 


To balance the account of Blenheim's day. 
So the fell lion in the lonely glade, 


'Tho' deeply wounded, no way yet diſmay d, 
Roars terrible, and meditates new war; 


Miſguided prince, no longer urge thy fate, 
Nor tempt the hero to unequal war; 
Fam'd in misfortune, and in ruin great, 
Confeſs the force of Mar/bro's ſtronger ftar. 
Thoſe laurel groves (the merits of thy youth) 
Which thou from Mahomet didſt greatly gain, 
While bold aflertor of reſiſtleſs truth, 


And their tranſplanted wreaths muſt deck a worthicr 
Vet ceaſe the ways of providence to blame 
And human faults with human grief confets : 

'Tis thou art chang'd, while Heay'n is ſtill the ſame ;- 


Impartial juſtice holds her e jual ſcales ; 
Till ſtronger virtue does the weight incitae : 1 


— — — Dͤ— — — —— — — 
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If over thee thy glorious foe prevails; | | 

He now defends the cauſe, that once was thine. | 

Righteous the war, the champion ſhall ſubdue ; 

For Jove's great handmaid, power, muſt Fowe's decrees 

XI. [purſue, 

Hark ! the dire trumpets ſound their ſhrill alarms ; 

Auverquerque, branch'd from the renown'd Naſſaus, 

Hoary in war, and bent beneath his arms, 

His glorious ſword with dauntleſs courage draws. 

When anxious Britain mourn'd her parting lord, | 
And all of William that was mortal dy'd ; = 
The faithful hero had receiv'd this ſword 8 
From his expiring maſter's much loy'd fide. 5 

Ott from its fatal ire has Louis flown, . W 
Where e'er great William led, or Maęſe and Sambre run. 2 

XII F 3 
A 
A 


But brandiſh'd high, in an ill-omen'd hour 
To thee, proud Gaul, behold thy juſteſt fear, 
The maſter ſword, diſpoſer of thy powWr: 
T is that which Cæſar gave the Britiſs peer. EB 
He took the giſt; nor ever will I ſheath. I 
Tals 22: (fo [22's higa beheſt; ordun - 
The general ſaid, unleſs by glorious death 
Abſolv'd, till conqueſt has confirm'd your reign. | 
Returns like theſe our Miſtreſs bids us make, 1} 
When from a foreign prince a gift her Britons take, | 
dy * ö 
And now fierce Gal lia ruſhes on her toes, 
Her force augmented by the Be an bands: 
So Volga's ſtream, increas'd by mountain ſnows, 
Rolls with new fury down thro' Ryfia's lands. . 
Like two great rocks againſt the raging tide, | 
(1f vertue's force with nature's we compare) 9 
Unmov'd the two united chiefs abide, 
Suſtain the impulſe, and receive the war. 
Round their firm ſides in vain the tempeſt beats, 
And ſtill the foaming wave with leſſen d pow'r retreats. 
he rage diſpers'd, the glorious pair advance, 
Wich mingl'd anger, and collected might, 


To 


22 22 2 SRD. 


T hro' ſtanding corn 
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To turn the war; and tell aggreſſing France, 
How Britaix's 1 and Britain's friends can fight. 
On conqueſt fix'd, and covetous of fame, 

Behold them Ruſhin thro' the Gallic hoſt. 

A runs the ſudden flame, 
Or eaſtern winds along Sicilia's coaſt. 
They deal their terrors to the adverſe nation : 
Pale death attends their arms and ghaſtly deſolation. 
XV 


But while with fierceſt ire Bellona glows ; 


And E urope rather hopes than fears her fate; 


While Britain preſſes her afflicted foes; 

What horror damps the ſtrong, and quels the great! ? 
 Whence look the Soldiers cheeks diſmay'd and pale? 
Erſt ever dreadful, know they now to dread ? 
The hoſtile troops, I ween, almoſt prevail; 

And the purſuers only not recede. 

Alas ! their leſſen'd rage proclaims their grief; 


For anxious, lo! they croud around their falling chief. 


XVI. 
I thank thee fate, exclaims the fierce Bawar ; 

Let Boya's trumpet grateful Jes {ound : | 
I faw him fall, their thunderbolt of war :---- 

Ever to vengeance ſacred be the ground.---- 
Vain wiſhes ! ſhort joy ! the hero mounts a 

In greater glory, and with fuller light: 
'The ev'ning ſtar fo falls into the main, 
To riſe at morn more prevalently bright. 
He riſes ſafe : but near, too near his ſide, 
A gocd man's grievous loſs, a faithful ſervant dy d. 
> 5 4: 

Propitious Mars] the battle is regain'd : 
The foe with leſſen d wrath diſputes the field : 

The Hriton fights, by fav'ring gods ſuſtain'd: 
Freedom muſt live; and lawleſs pow'r mult yield. 
Vain now the tales which fab'ling poets tell, 
That wav'ring Congueſt ſtill defires to rove : 

In Maribrô's camp the goddeſs knows to dw ell: 
Long as the hero's life remains her love. 
Again France flies, again the duke purſues : 
440 on Ramilia O plains he Blenbeim's fame renews. 


E: 6: XVIII. 


5 
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For never Greet, 
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I73 
XVIII. = 

Great thanks, O captain great in arms ! receive 
From thy triumphant country's publick voice : 
Thy country greater thanks can only give 
To Anne, to her who made thoſe arms her choice. 
Recording 8 Schellenberg s and Blenbeim's toils, 
We dreaded left thou "hould'f thoſe toils repeat : * 
We view'd the palace charg'd with Gallis Spoils, 
And in thoſe ſpoils we thought thy praiſe compleat :. 


b In characters like id eer his acts indite. 


Vet mindleſs ſtill of eaſe, thy 
A pitch, to old and modern times unknown : 

Thoſe goodly deeds which we ſo highly prize, 
[mperfe& ſeem, t chief, to thee alone. 


"Thoſe heights, where Villiam's virtue might have fad: 


And on the ſubje& world look'd ſafely down; 

By Mar!bri paſs'd, the props and ſteps were made, 
Sublimer yet to raiſe his queen's renown, 

Still gaining more, ſtill ſlighting what he gain'd, 


Nought done the hero deem'd, while ought undone re- ; 
XX. [main'd_ 


When ſwift-wing'd Rumour told the mighty Gaul, 
How leſſen'd from the field Bavar was fled ; 
He wept the ſwiftneſs of the champion's fall ; 
And thus the royal treaty-breaker ſaid: 
And lives he yet, ho great, the loſt Bawar, 
Ruin to Gallia, in the name of friend? 
Tell me, how far has fortune been ſevere ? 
Has the foe's glory, or our grief an end? 
Remains there, of the fifty thouſand loſt, 


 Tofave our threaten'd realm, or guard our ſhatter' d coal . 


XXI. 
To the cloſe rock the frighted raven flies ; 
Soon as the riſing eagle cuts the air : 
The ſhaygy wolf unſeen and trembling lyes, 
When the hoarſe roar proclaims the lion near. 
III-ſtarr'd did we our forts and lines forſake, 
Jo dare our Britif foes to open fight; 


nds hk Whos £5 4a Had © . 4 


Not the fierce Saxon, nor the cruel D 
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Our cor queſt w- ©» fra gem ſhould make: 
Our triumph had er Zounded in our flight. 
"Tis our's, by craft, and by ſurprize to gain: 
»Tis their” „ to meet n arms, and battle in the plain. 
XXII. | 
The antient fatlier of this hoſtile brood, 
Their boaſted Brute, undaunted ſnatch'd his gods 


From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with blood, 


And fix'd on ſilver Thames his dire abodes : 
And this be Troynodante, he ſaid, the ſeat, 
By heav'n ordain'd, my ſons, your laſting place: 


Superior here to all the bolts of fate, 


Live mindful of the Author of your race ; 

Whom neither Grecce, nor war, nor want, -nor flame, - 

Nor great Peleides arm, nor Juno's rage could tame. 
XXIII. 

Their Judur's hence, and Stuart's off ſpring flow 3 ; 
Hence Edward, dreadful with his ſable ſhield 3 * 
Talbot, to Gallia's pow'r eternal foe; 

And Seymour, fam'd in council, or in field: 
Hence New:/, great to ſettle or dethrone ; 


And Drake, and Ca'nd; %, terrors of the ſea: 


Hence Butler's ſons, o'er land and ocean known ; 


Herbert's and Churchill's warring progeny : 
Hence the long roll which Ga/ha ſhould conceal : 
I oh! who vanquiſh'd loves the victor's fame to tel! 


„„ + ts & 
Envy d Britannia, ſturdy as the oak, 


Which on her mountain- top ſhe proudly bears, 


Eludes the ax, and * againſt the ſtroak; 
Strong from her wounds, and greater by her wars. 
And as thoſe teeth, which Cadnus ſow'd in eri h. 


Produc'd new youth, and furniſh'd freſh ſupp! irs 
So, with young vigour, and ſucceeding birth, 


Her loſſes more than recompens'd arile ; 
And ev'ry age ſhe with a race is crown'd, _ 
For letters more polite, in battles more renown'd. 
XXV. 
Obſlinate Es whom nothing can 85 


2 


3 


Nor 
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Nor deep impreſſion of the Norman ſteel, 

Nor Europe's force amaſs'd by envious Spain, 
Nor France on univerſal ſway intent, 

Oft breaking leagues, and oft renewing wars, 
Nor (frequent bane of weaken'd government) 


Their own inteſtine feuds and mutual jars ; 
Thoſe feuds and jars, in which I truſted more, 


Than in my troops, and fleets, and all the Gallic pow. r. 
XXVI. 
To fruitful Pheims, or fair Lutetia's gate 


| What tidir gs ſhall the meſſenger convey ? 


Shall the loud herald our ſucceſs relate, 
Or mitred prieſt appoint the ſolemn day ? 
Alas ! my praiſes they no more muſt ſing ; 
They to my Statue now muſt bow no more: 
Broken, repuls'd is their immortal king; I 
”all'n, fall'n for ever is the Gallic pow'r.----- 
Woman Chief 1s maſter of the war : 


Earth ſhe has freed "oy arms ; and aqa hear n by 


ray'r. 
XXVII. | Py 
| WhilR thus the ruin'd foe's deſpair commends 
Thy council and thy deed, victorious queen, 
What ſhall thy ſubjects fay, and what thy friends ? 
How ſhall thy triumphs in our joy be ſeen? 


Oh! deign to let the eldeſt of the Nine 


Recite Britannia great, and Gallia free : 
Oh! with her fiſter Sculpture let her join, 


Io raiſe, great Anne, the monument to thee ; 
To thee, of all our good the ſacred ſpring; 
"B's thee, our r deareſt dread ; to thee, our lofter king, 


XXVIII. 

Let E nds ſav'd the column high erect, 
Than Trojan's higher, or than Antonine's ; 
Where ſemblirg a art may carve the fair effect, 
And full atchievement of thy great deſigns. 
In a calm heav'n, and a ſerener air, 


Sublime, the queen ſhall cn the ſummit ſtand, 
From danger far, as far remov'd from fear, 


And * down to earth her dread command. 


All 
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All winds, all ſtorms that threaten human woe, | 
Shall fink beneath her F _, 74 ſpread their rage below. 
There fleets ſhall ſtrive by winds and waters toſt; 

Till the young Auſtrian on Iberia's ſtrand, 

Great as /Zneas on the Latian coaſt, 
Shall fix his foot ;-and this, be this the land, 
Great ove, where I for ever will remain 


| (The Empire's other hope ſhall ſay) and here, 


Vanquiſh'd, intomb'd Pll Iye, or r 1˙¹¹ reign : 
O virtue to thy Br:t;4 mother dear! 
Like the fam'd Trojan ſuffer and abide ; 
For Arne is thine, 1 ar”. Venus was his guide. 
X. 
There, in eternal characters engray'd, 
Vigo, and Gibraltar, and Barcelone, | 
Their force deſtroy d, their privileges fav'd, 
Shall Auna's terrors, and her mercies own: 
| Spain, from th'uſurper Bourbon's arms retriey'd, 
Shall with new life and grateful joy appear, 
Numb'ring the wonders which that youth atchiev'd, 
Whom Anna clad in arms, and ſent to war; 
| Whom Anna ſent to claim Tberia's throne; 
And made him more _— 1 in calling him her ſon; 
| There Ter plac'd by Blenbeim's glorious field 
Rolling, ſhall bid his eaſtern waves declare 
Germania fav'd by Britain's ample ſhield ; 
And bleeding Gaul afflicted by her ſpear: 
Shall bid them mention Mar/brs on that ſhore 
Leading his iſlanders, renown'd in arms, 
Thro' 8 where never Briti/h chief before 
Or pitch'd his camp, or ſounded his alarms: 
Shall bid them bleſs the Queen, who made his 8 
| Glorious as thoſe of Boyn, and ſafe as thoſe of Thames 
„ * $45 5 
= 2 clad with fields, and crown'd with tow'rs, | 
With decent joy ſhall her deliv'rer meet; 
Shall own thy arms, great Queen; and bleſs thy pow 78, 
* the * 2 thy ſubje&'s feet. 3 
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Flandria, by plenty made the home of war, 
Shall weep her crime, and bow to Charles reſtor d; 
With double vows ſhall bleſs thy happy care, 

In having drawn and having ſheath'd the ſword. 
From theſe their ſiſter provinces ſhall know, 
How Anne ſupports a friend, and how forgives a foe. 

XXXIII. | | 


Bright ſwords, and creſted helms, and pointed ſpears 


In artful piles around the work ſhall lye; 
And ſhields indented deep in antient wars, 
Blazon'd with ſigns of Ga/lic heraldry ; 

And ſtandards with diſtinguiſhed honours bright, 


Marks. of high pow'r and national command, 


: Which Yalo:s'fons and Bourbon's bore in fight, 


Or gave to Foix', or Montmorancys hand: 
Great ſpoils, which Gallia muſt to Britain yield, 
From Creſſey's battle ſav'd, to grace Ramillia's field. 
A | 
And as fine art the ſpaces may diſpoſe ;- 
The knowing thought and curious eye ſhall ſee 
Thy emblem, gracious queen, the Britiſb roſe, 
Type of ſweet rule, and gentle majeſty : 
The Northern thiſtle, whom no hoſtile hand 
Unhurt too rudely may provoke, I ween, 
Hibernia's harp, device of her command, 
And parent of her mirth, ſhall there be ſeen : 
Thy vanquiſhed lilies, France, decay'd and torn, 
Shall, with diſorder'd pomp, the laſting work adorn. 
6 „ © » 
Beneath, great Queen, oh! very far beneath, 
Near to the ground, and on the humble baſe, 


Io fave herfelf from darkneſs, and from death, 


"The Mu/e defires the laſt, the loweſt place; 
Who tho' unmeet, yet touch'd the trembling ſtring ; 
For the fair fame of Anne and 4/bion's land; 


Who durſt of war and martial fury fing : | 


And when they will, and when thy Mar/bri's hand 


_ Had quell'd thoſe wars, and bid that fury ceaſe ; 


Hangs up her grateful harp, to conqueſt and to peace. 


THE 


= He meets reproof, de 
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THE FIRST 
HY M N of Callimachus. 
T O. 


1 ITE R. 


; Wile we to Jove ſole the holy Victim; 5 
Whom apter ſhall we ſing — Fove himſelf, 
The god for ever great, for ever king; 
Who ſlew the earth-born race, and meaſures right 
To heav'ns great habitants? Dictæan hear ſt thou 
More joyful, or Lycean long diſpute 
And various thoughts has trac'd. On 14a's mount- 
Or Die, ſtudious of his country's praiſe, 
The Cretar boaſts th y natal place : but oft 
erv'd ; for he preſumptuous 
Has built a tomb for thee, who never knew'ft 
To die, but liv'ſt the ſame to-day and ever. 
Arcadian therefore be thy birth : great Rhea 
Pregnant to high Parrhaſia's cliffs retir'd, 
And wild Lycæus, black with ſhading pines :. 
Holy —__ ! ſithence no female hither, 
Conſcious of ſocial love and nature's rites, 
Muſt dare approach, from the inferior reptile 
To woman, form divine. There the bleſt parent 
Ungirt her ſpacious boſom, and diſcharg'd 
The pond'rous birth: ſhe ſought a neighb'ring 1 pring 
To waſh the recent babe: in vain Arcadia, 
(However ſtreamy now) aduſt and dry 
Deny'd the goddeſs water: where deep Melat, 
4 rocky Cratis flow, the chariots ſmoak d, 
Obſcure with . duſt: the thirſty ba ler | 
Tn. 


"BY - * * . 4 - ws — 


That Satura's ſons receav'd the threat empire 
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In vain requir'd the current, then impriſon'd 
In ſubterranean caverns : en 


Upon the barren hollows, high o'erſhading 
'The haunts of ſavage beaſts, where now F aon, 
And Erimanth incline their friendly urns. 

Thou too, O earth, great Rhea ſaid, bring forth, 
And ſhort ſhall be thy pangs : ſhe ſaid; and high 
She rear'd her arm, and with her ſcepter ſtruck 
The yawning cliff: from its diſparted height 
Adown the mount the guſhing torrent ran, 

And chear'd the vallies: There the heav'nly mother 


Bath'd, mighty king, thy tender limbs: ſhe wrapt | them 


In purple bands: ſhe gave the precious pledge 


To prudent Neda, charging her to guard thee 


Careful and ſecret: Neda of the nymphs 

That tended the great birth, next Phi{yre 

And Styx, the eldeſt : ſmiling ſhe receiv d chee, 

And conſcious of the grace, abſoly'd her truſt: 

Not unrewarded ; ſince the river bore 

The fav'rite virgin's name: fair Neda rowls 

By Leprion's ancient walls, a fruitful ſtream. 

Faſt by her flow'ry bank the ſons of Arcas, 

Faw'rites of heav'n, with happy care protect 

Their fleecy.charge ; and joyous drink her wave. 
Thee God, to Cnaſſus Neda brought: the nymphs 

And Coribantes thee their ſacred char 


ge 
Receiv d: Adraſte rock' d thy golden cradle: 


The goat, now bright amidſt 4 fellow ſtars, 
Kind Amaltbea reach'd her teat, diſtent 
With milk, thy early food : the ſedulous bee 
Diſtill'd her honey on thy purple lips. 
Around, the fierce Curetes, (order'd ſolemn 
To thy foreknowing mother) trod tumultuous 


Their myſtic dance, and chang'd their ſounding arms 5 


Induſtrious with the warlike din to quell 
Thy infant cries; and mock the ear of Saturn. 
Swift growth and wondrous 


And perfect judgment . thy your 


= 
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Of heav'n, of ocean, and deep hell beneath, 

As the dark urn and chance of lot determin d, 

Old poets mention, fabling. Things of moment 
Well nigh equivalent and neighb'ring value 

By lot are parted: but high heav'n, thy ſnare, 

In equal balance laid gainſt ſea or hell, 

Flings up the adverſe ſcale, and ſhuns proportion. 
Wherefore not chance, but pow'r, above thy brethren 
Exalted thee, their king. When thy great will 


Commands thy chariot forth; impetuous ſtrength, 


And hery fwikmeſs wing the rapid wheels, 
Inceſſant: high the eagle flies before thee. 


And oh! as J and mine conſult thy augur, 


Grant the glad omen; let thy fav'rite rite 
Propitious ; ever ſoaring from the right. 


Thou to the leſſer gods haſt well aflign'd 


Their proper ſhares of power; thy own, great Fove, 


Boundleſs and univerſal : thoſe who labour 
The ſweaty forge, who edge the crooked ſcythe, 


Bend ſtubborn ſteel, and harden gleeming armour, 


Acknowledge Vulcan's aid. The early hunter 

Bleſſes Diana's hand, who leads him ſafe 

er. hanging cliffs; who ſpreads his net ſucceſsful, 
e arrow through the panther's heart. 


| The nd guides from ſucceſsful camps returning, 


With laurel wreath'd, and rich with hoſtile ſpoil, 


Sesvers the bull to Mars: the ſkiltul bard, 
| Striking the Thracian harp, invokes Apollo, 


| W wy: to thoſe are giv'n 


'Fo make his hero and himſelf immortal. 
Thoſe, mighty Jove, mean time, thy glorious care, 
Who model nations, publiſh laws, anounce _ 

Or lite, or death, and found, or change the empire : 


Man owns the pow'r of kings ; ; and kings, of Tove. 


And as their actions tend ſubordinate 
To what thy will deſigns, thou giv'ſt the means 
1 to the work; thou ſeeſt impartial, 
How they employ. Each monarch ** 


| oſe m 
HFis di realms, &countable to thee, 


Great ruler of the world : theſe only have 


” 
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Aſſiſtant days to ripen the deſign ; 
To ſome whole months; revolving years to ſome: 
Others, ill fated, are ee, d to toil | 
Their tedious life, and mourn their purpoſe blaſted 
With fruitleſs art, and impotence of counſel, 
Fail! greateſt ſon of Saturn, wile diſpoſer 
Of every good: thy praiſe what man yet born 
Has ſung ? or who that may be born, ſhall "_ ? 
Again, and often hail ! indulge our prayer, 
Great father! grant us virtue, grant us wealth : 
For without virtue, wealth to man avails not ; 
And virtue without wealth exerts leſs po- r, 
And lefs diffuſes Then grant us, gracious, 
Virtue and — he both are of thy gift. 


K 


PICTURE SENECA ding : 


in a BATH. 


By JorDain. 


wr At the Right, l the E A R 1. f EXIT EA“ 


at Burleigh-Houſe. 


Wi cruel Nero only drains 

The moral Spaniards ebbing veins, 
By ſtudy worn, and ſlack with age; 
How dull, how: thoughtlefs is his rage? 
Heighten'd rever 2/ he ſhould have took; 
He ſhould have b:'r::t his tutor's book; 
And long have reig d ſupream in vice 
One nobler wretch can only riſe ; 

"Tis he whoſe fury ſhall deface 

| The ſtoicjs image in this piece. 

For while unhurt, divine Jordain, 

Thy work and Sexeca's remain, 


| He till has body, ſtill has ſoul, 


And lives and ſpeaks, reſtor nd whe. 


The 
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The D 0 v E. 


—----Tantene ani mis ris cerlaſtibus Ire ? 


. 


| 1* Virgil's ſacred verſe we find, 


That paſſion can depreſs or raiſe 


The heav'nly, as the human mind: 


Who dare deny what Virgil ſays ? 
II. 


But if they ſhou'd ; what our great maſter 
Has thus laid down, my tale — prove. 


Fair Venus wept the ſad diſaſter 
Of having loſt her fav'rite Dove. 
„ 


[| In complaiſance poor Cupid mourn'd ; 


His grief reliev'd his mother's pain; 
He vow'd he'd leave no ſtone unturn'd, 


But ſhe ſhou'd have her Dowe again. 
IV. 


| Tho" none, faid he, ſhall yet be md. 


I know the felon well 1 
But be ſhe not, mamma, condemn'd 
Without a fair and legal proof. 

x V. 


With that, his longeſt dart he 8 
As conſtable wou'd take his ſtaff: 


| That Gods delire like men to look, 


Wou'd make ev” n Heraclitus hugh 
TE - 
Love's . a duteous band, 
Like watchmen round their chief appear : 


Each had his Lanthorn in his hand : 


And Venus maſk'd brought up the rear. 


Virg. 


Accouter. 
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VII. 
Accouter'd thus, their eager ſtep | 
To Clos lodging they directed: 
(At once 1 write, alas ! and weep, 
That Che is gf theft ſuſpected.) 


VIII. 
Late they ſet out, had far to go: 


St. Dunſtan's as they paſs d, ſtruck one, 


Cloe for reaſons good, you know, | 
Lives at the ſober end o'th' town. 


IX. But 
With one great peal they rap the door, | LY , 
Like footmen on a viſiting Day. I WI 
Folks at her houſe at ſuch an hour ! | a 
| Lord! ! what will all the neighbours ſay ? 
- * Bo 
— The door is open'd : up they run: | 
Nor 1 ta 4 their ſpeed: | Tt 
Thieves, thieves ! cries Saſan; we're undone ; 3 „ 
They'll kill my miſtreſs i in her bed. 5 | 
—_— F C 
. ages indeed the nymph had been ; . 
| hree hours : nymp hiſtorians ſay, | Ye 
S She commonly went up at ten, 1 
v4 Unleſs Piguet was in the way. | : 
XII. 4-0 
She wak'd, beſure, with ſtrange ſurprize. g = 
0 Cupid, is this right or law, 0 | A 
Thus to diſturb the brighteſt eyes, | 
That ever ſlept, or ever ſaw ? | 
. 1 
Have e a ſitting hare, | TS Co 
Liſt' ning, and fearful of the ſtorm | = 


Of horns and hounds, clap back her ear, 
A tokeep, or leave her form ? VV 
. . ES 
Or have you mark'd a partridge quake, | | 
Viewing the tow'ring faulcon nigh ? 
She cuddles low behind the brake : 
Nor wou'd ſhe ſtay : nor dares ſhe fly. SY 
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XV. 
Then have you ſeen the beauteous maid; 


When gazing on her midnight foes, 
She turn'd each way her frighted head, 
Then ſunk it deep beneath the cloaths. 


| . 
Venus this while was in the chamber 


Incognito : for Suſan ſaid. 
It ſmelt ſo ſtrong of myrrh and amber 
And Suſan is no lying maid, 
XVII. 
But ſince we have no preſent need 
Of Venut for an epiſode ; ; 
| With Cupidlet us een proceed ; 
And thus to Che ſpoke the God: 
5 XVIII 
Fold up your head: hold up your hand: 
WMou' d it were not my lot to ſhew ye 
This cruel Vrit, wherein you ſtand 
Indicted by the name of Che. 
3 
For by that ſecret malice ſtirr'd, 
Or by an emulous pride invited, 
You have purloin'd the fay'rite bird, 
In which my mother ER 


XX 
Her bluſhing Face the lovely maid 


Rais ' d juſt above the milk-white ſheet. 
A roſe- tree in a lilly bed, 
Nor glows ſo red, nor breathes fo ſweet. 


XXI. 
Are you not he whom virgins fear, 


And widows court? is not your name 

Cupid? if ſo, pray come not near 
Fair maiden, I'm the very ſame. 

XXII. 

Then what have I, good fir, to ſay, 
Io do with her, you call your mother? 

If I ſhou'd meet her in my way, 


We hardly court'y to each other. 


1 
55 , 
70 

1 

U 

* 

# 

þ 


i 
? 
t 


9 7 — 
a, 23 wo ws * 

* 0 12 - 
W__ . 7 4 


— u | 


184 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


XXIII. 
Diana chaſte, and Hebe ſweet, | 
Witneſs that what I ſpeak is true : 
I wou'd not give my paroquet 
For — the Doves that ever flew. 
XXIV. 
Yet, to \compole this midnight noiſe, 
Go freely ſearch where-c'er you pleaſe; 
(The rage that rais'd, adorn'd her voice 7 
Upon yon toilet li my keys. 
. NAV. 
Her keys he takes, oo doors unlocks ; 
Thro' wardrobe, and thro' cloſet bounces ; 
Peeps into v'ry cheſt and box 
Turr.. ai. her furbelows and flownces. 
| © 6 + a 
But Dove, depend on't, finds he none ; 
So to the bed returns again: 
And now the maiden bolder grown, 
Begins to treat him with diidain. 
XXVII. 
I marvel much, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, 
Your poultry cannot yet be found : 
Lies he in yonder ſlipper dead, 
Or may be, in the tea-pot drown'd | * 
XXVIII. 


No, traytor, angry Love replies, 


He's hid ſomewhere about your breaft ; 


A place, nor God, nor man denies, \ 


For Venus Dove the proper neft. 
XXIX. 


| Search then, ſhe ſaid, put in your hand, 


And Cynthia, dear protectreſs, guard me: 
As guilty I, or free may ſtand, 
Do thou, or puniſh, or reward me. 
:-- WAY. 


| But ah ! what maid to love can truſt? 


He ſcorns, and breaks all legal your: 


Into her breaſt his hand he thruſt; 


And in a moment forc'd it lower. 


| | O, whi- 


VB oASDOH»> + ks 
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XXXI. 
O, whither do thoſe fingers rove, 
Cries Cloe, treacherous 3 whither ? 


65 ! I ſhall find thy B 


Says he ; for ſure I touch his fo ther. 


1 
TURTLE and SY AR RO w. 
o 


Brhind an unfrequented glade, : el 
Where Yew and Myrtle mix their ſhade, 
A widow Turtle penſive 1 | 


And wept her murder'd Lovers fate. 
The Sparrow chanc'd that way to walk, 
(A Bird that loves to chirp and talk) 
Beſure he did the Turtle greet, Z 
She anſwer'd him as ſhe thought meet. 
Sparrows and Turtles, by the bye, 


Can think as well as Joa or 7: 
But how they did their thoughts exprets, 
85 gag ſhews by T and S. 


My hopes are loſt, my Joys are fled, 
Ala IJ weep Columbo dead: 


Come, all ye winged lovers, come, 


Drop Pinks and Daiſfes on his tomb: 
Sing, Philomel, his fun'ral verſe, 

Ye pious Redbreafs, deck his herſe: 

Fair Sxwars, extend yaur dying throats, 
Columbo's death requires your notes: 
For him, my friend, for him I moan, 


bi My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 


Vis piece was written upon the ſincere affedion eur 


by her moſt ſacred majefly queen Anne, for the loſs of her 


royal conſort prince George, 1708, who ts Aurea under 
Columbo, the faithful mate ef Turturella. 3 
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Stretch'd on the bier Calumbo lies, 
Pale are his cheeks, and clos'd his eyes ; 
Thoſe cheeks, where beauty ſmiling lay ; 
Thoſe eyes, where love was us'd to play-: 
Ah cruel fate, alas! how ſoon 
That beauty and thoſe joys are flown ! 


Columbo is no more, ye floods, 
Bear the fad found to diſtant woods ; 
The ſound let echo's voice reſtore, 
And ſay, Columbo is no more. 
Ye floods, ye woods, ye echos, moan - 
My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 


The Dryads all forſook the wood, 
And mournful Naiad:s round me ſtood, 
The tripping Fans and Fairies came, 
All conſcious of our mutual flame, 
To fich for him, with me to moan 

My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 


Venus diſdain' d not to appear, 
To lend my grief a friendly ear ; 
But what avails her kindneſs now? 
She ne'er ſhall hear my Second Vow : 
The Loves that round their mother flew, 
Did in her face her ſorrows view. 
Their drooping wings the five hung, 
Their arrow #1, rm om 4 wave vow unftung; 

2 heard attentive what I fad. 

s wept with me, Columbo dead : 

* 2 5 „ for him I moan, 
My dear Co umbo, dead and gone. 


"Tis ours to , great Venus 
"Tis Fove's th becbey d: hat, 
Nor birds, nor can move 
The juſt beheſts of fatal Fove ; 

I ſaw thy mate with fad regret, 
And can ache Fleet: 
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Ah, dear Columbo, how he fell, 
Whom Turturella lov'd fo well ! 
Law him bleeding on the ground, 
The fight tore up my ancient wound ; 


And whilſt you wept, alas, I cry'd, 
| Columbo and Adonis dy d. 


Weep, all ye ftreamt, ye mountains, groan ; ; 
{ mourn Columbo, dead and gone; 
Still let my tender grief complain, 


Nor day, nor night that grief reſtrain, 


I faid, and Venus fill reply'd, 
Columba and Adonis dy'd. 


8. Poor Turturella, hard thy caſe, 
And juſt thy tears, alas, alas! 


With piteous heart a lover's care ? 
Come then, with me thy ſorrows join, 
And eaſe my woes by telling thine : 
For thou, poor bird, perhaps may . moan 


1 "Some Paſſerella dead and gone. 
S. Dame Turtle, this runs ſoft in Rhime, 


| 


But neither ſuits the place nor time; 

The Fowler's hand, whoſe cruel care 
For dear Columbo ſet the ſnare, 

The inare again for thee may ſet; 


Two birds may perith in one net. 
Thou ſhow'd'it — this cruel field, 
And ſorrow ſhou'd to prudence yield, 
| 'Th {ad to die. 


. bn may be ſo; 
 *Tis ſadder yet, to live in woe. 


I. And haſt thou lov'd, and canſt thou hear 


$. When widows uſe their canting ſtrain, 


| Ty. ſcem reſoly'd to wed again. 
Kk 


7. When 


— —x -—ẽũꝛ — — 
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T. When wid wers wou'd this truth diſprove, 
They never taſted real love. 


S. Love is ol joy and gentle ſtrife, 
His efforts all depend on life: 
When he has thrown two golden darts, 
And ſtruck the lovers mutual hearts; 
Of his black ſhafts let death ſend one, 
Alas! the pleaſing game is Ok: 
Ill is the poor ſurvivor f 
A corps feels mighty cold i in bed. 
Venus ſaid right, nor tears can move, 
Nor plaints revoke the will of Jove. 


WW *® 1 


All muſt obey the gen ral doom, 
Down from Alcides to Tom Thumb. | : 
Grim Pluto will not be withſtood 3 
By force or craft. Tall Robinbood, 
As well as Little Fohn, is dead. 

| (You fee how deeply I am read) 

With Faze's lean Tip/aff none can dodge, 
He'll find you out where'er you lodge. 
£jax to ſhun his gen'ral pow'r, Ol 
In vain abſconded in a Flow'r. a 
An idle ſcene Tythonus acted, | 
When to a Gra/shopper comratied: 
Death ftruck them in thoſe ſhapes again, 
As once he wid when they were men. 


wk AE a ERS. 


1 


For reptiles periſh, plants 3 ; 2 
Fleſh 1s but graſs, graſs turns to hay ; 
And hay to dung, and dung to clay. 
Thus heads extremely nice diſcover, 
That folks may die, ſome ten times over; 
But oft by too refin'd a touch, : 
To prove things plain, they prove too much. 
Whate'er Pythagoras may lay, 


{For each, you know, will have his way) | 


SHO <LI OH OP 


With 
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With great ſubmiſſion J pronounce, 


That people die no more than once: 


But once is ſure, and death is common 
To Bird and Man. including Ai man, 
From the ſpread-Eagle to the Wren, 
Alas! no mortal f wl knows when; 
All that were feathers firſt or laſt, 


Mliuſt one day perch on Charon's maſt ; 


Muſt lie beneath the Cypre/s ſhade, 
Where Srrada's Nightingale was laid ; 
Thoſe fowl who teem alive to ſit, 
Aſſembled by Dan Chaucer's wit, 

In prote have flept three hundred years, 
Exempt from worldly hopes and fears, 
And, laid in ſtate upon their herſe, 


Are truly but embalm'd in verie; 


As ſure as Leſbia's Sparrow 5 


Thou, ſure as Pr ior's Dove, muſt die : : 


And ne'er again from Lethe's ſtreams 
Return to Adaa, or to Thames. 


T. I therefore weep Columbo dead, 


* hopes bereav'd, my pleaſures fled; 


erefore muſt for ever moan 


My dear Columbo, dead and ” 


8. Columbo never ſees your tears, 

Your cries Columbonever hears; 

A wall of Braſs, and one of Lead, 

Divide the living from the dead. 

Repeli'd by this, the gather'd rain 

Of tears beats back to earth 

In Yother the collected ſound 

Of groans, when once receiv'd,is drown'd. 

"Tis therefore vain one hour to grieve 

What time it ſelf can ne'er retrieve. 

By nature ſoft, I know, a Dove 

Can never bee without her Love ; | 

Then quit this flame, and light another ; 

_ L adviſe you like a brother. 3 
5 4 What, | 
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T. What, I to make a ſecond Choice? 
In other nuptials to rejoĩice? 


S. Why not my Bird? 


T. No, Sparrow, no, 

Let me indulge my pleaſing woe: 
Thus fighing, cooing, eaſe my pain, 
But never wiſh, nor love, again : 
Ditſtreſs'd fe- ever let me moan 
My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 


© One whignt Friends thes all the Grove | 


Contemn thy mad exceſs of love : 
I tell thee, dame, the other day 
I met a Parrot and a Fay, 
Who mock'd thee in their mimic Tone, 
And wept Columbo, dead and — 


7. Whate' er the Fay: or 8 ſaid, 
My hopes are loſt, my joys are fled ; 

And [ for ever muſt deplore 

Columbo, dead and gone. 8 E ncore ! 

For ſhame forſake this Bion- ſtile, 

We'll talk an hour, and walk a mile. 

Does it with ſenſe or health agree, 

To ſit thus moping on a tree? 

To throw away a widow's life, 

When you again may be a. 


Come on, I'll tell you my a amours; 
Who knows but they may infl'ence yours; 
Example draws, when Precept fails, 

And .. are leſs read than Tales. 


7 Sharrow, I take thee for my friend, 
As ſuch will hear thee : I deſcend ; To 
Hop on and talk ; but, honeſt bird, 
Take care that no immodeſ word 
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May venture to offend my ear. 


S. Too ſaint-like Turtle, never fear, 
By method things are beſt diſcuſs'd, 
Begin we then with Vit the firſt : 

A handtom, ſenſeleſs, auk' ard fool, 


Who wou'd not yield, and cou'd not rule: 
Her actions did her charms diſgrace, 


And ſtill her tongue talk'd off her face: 
Count me the leaves on yonder tree, 


So many diff rent wills had ſhe, 


And like the leaves, as chance inclin'd, 
"Thoſe wills were chang d with ev'ry wind: 
She courted the Bean- Monde to-night, 
L 4jemblee, her ſupreme delight; 

The next ſhe fat immur d, unſeen, 

And in full health enjoy'd the ſpleen. 

She cenſur'd that, ſhe alter d this, 

And with great care ſet all amiſs; 


She now cou'd chide, now laugh, now cry, 
No ſing, now pout, all God &#nows why : 
Short was her reign, ſhe cough'd and dy'd, 


Proceed we to my Second bride ; 
Well born ſhe was, genteelly bred, 


And buxom both at board and bed; 


Glad to oblige, and pleas'd to pleaſe, 


And as Tom Southern wilely ſays, 
No other fault had/he in life, 


But only that ſhe was my wife 

O avidow-Turtle ! ev'ry ſhe, 

(So nature's pleaſures does decree) 
Appears a goddeſs 'till enjoy'd, | 
But Birds, and Men, and Gods are cloy'd. 


Was Hercules one woman's Man? 


Or Fove for ever Læda's Swan? 


| Ah? madam, ceaſe to be miſtaken, 


Few marry*d {owl peck Dunmozw-bacon. 


Variety alone gives joy, 


The ſweeteſt Meats the tooneſt cloy : 5 
| ® Se The wife's excuſe. 4 Comedy. 


What 
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What Sparrow, dame? what Dove alive? 1 
Tho” Venus ſhou'd the char'ot drive, ' 
But wou'd accuſe the harneſs weight, | 
If always coupled to One mate; 

And often with the fetter broke. 

*Tis freedom but to change the yoke. 


T. Impious, to wiſh to wed again, 
Ere death diffoly'd the formex chain. 


S. Spare yourremark, and hear the reſt, 74 ö 
She brought me ſons, but Fowe be bleſt, | : | 
She dy'd in child-bed on the neſt. | 
Well, reſt her bones, quoth I, ſhe's gone: wg | 
But muſt I therefore lie alone ? | 
What, am I to her mem'ry ty'd ? 
M uſt I not live, becauſe ſhe dy'd? 
And thus I Lagicaliy ſaid, ns 
| ('Tis good to have a reasning head) 
Is this my Wife? Probatur, not; 
For death difloly'd the marriage-knot : - 
She was, Concedo, during life; | 
But, is a piece of Clay, a Wife © 
Again, if not a Ne, Q'ye ſee, 
Why then no kin at all to me: 
And he who gen'ral tears can ſhed 
For folks that happen be to dead, 
May e' en with equal Juſtice mourn 
For thoſe who never yet were born. 


J. Thoſe points indeed you quaintly prove, |. 
But Logic is no friend to Love. 4 


S. My children then were juſt pen- feather d: 
Some little corn for them 1 gather'd, 
And ſent them to my ſpouſc's mother, 
So left that brood to get another. 
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And as old Harry whilome ſaid, 5 
' Reflecting on Anne Poleyn dead, 


Cockſboncs, | now again do ſtand 
The jolly'ſt batchelor i' tl land. 


; T. Ah me! my joys, my hopes are fled ; 
My fr/t, my only Love is dead. 
With endleſs grief let me bemoan 
Columboe's — 


— 


S. Let me go on. | 

As yet my fortune was but narrow, 

I woo'd my couſin Philly Sparrow, 
O' th' elder houſe of Chirping-End, 

From whence the younger branch deſcend ; 

Well ſeated in a field of Pea/e 

She liv'd, extremely at her eaſe : 

But when the Honey-Moon was paſt, 
The fol wing nights were ſoon o'ercaſt, 

She kept her own, could plead the Law, 

And quarrel for a Barley Straw z | 

Both, vou may judge. became le nw 

As more we knew each other's mind 

She ſoon grew /uller, I, hard hear ted, 

We ſcolded, hated, fought, and parted. 

To London, bleſſed town, I went, 
She boarded at a farm in Kent: 
| A Magpye from the country fled, 
| | | And kindly told e che was dead: | 

JJC EN 
F And ſet my heart _ to ſale. F 


NY 


9 
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My Fourth, a mere coquet, or ſuch | | 
I thought her, nor avails it nuch, | 
If true or falſe ; our troubles ſpring, 
More from the fancy, than the thing. 
Two ſtaring horns, 1 often ſaid, 
But ill become a Sparrow's head ; 
But then to ſet that balance even, 
i Your cuckold-Sparrow goes to heaven. . 
nd | = | . e The 


— 
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The thing you fear, ſuppoſe i it done, 

If you inquire, you make it known. 
Whilſt at the root your horns are ſore, 
The more you ſcratch, they ach the more. 
But turn the tables and reflect, 

All may not be, that you ſufpect: 

By the mind'> ce, the horns we mean, 
Are only in ideas ſeen ; 

"Tis from the inſide o' the head 

Their branches ſhoot, their antlers ſpread ; 
Fruitful ſuſpicions often bear _ 
You feel em from the time you fear em. 


_ Cuckoo! Cackoo! that echo'd word, 


Offends the car of vulgar bird; 


But thoſe of finer taſte have found 


There's nothing in't beſide the ſound, 
Preferment always waits on horns, 
And houſhold peace the gift adorns : 
This wa y, or that, let Mtions tend, 
The fark i is ſtill the cuckold's friend; 


This way, or that, let madam roam, 


S* 


Now weigh the — with the pain, 
The plus and minus, loſs and gain, 
And what La Fontaine laughing ſays, 
Is ſerious truth, in ſuch a caſe; 


Who flights the Exil, finds it leaft ; 
And who dbes nothing, does the befi. 


I never ſtrove to rule the roaſt, 


She ne'er refus d to pledge my toaſt : 
In viſits if wechanc'd to meet, 
I ſeem'd obliging, ſhe diſcreet; 


We neither much careſs'd nor ſtrove, 
But good diſſembling paſs” hor love. 


7. Whate'er of Light our eye may know, 


Tis only Light it-felf canſhow : 
Whate'er of love our heart can feel, 
Tis mutual Love alone can tell. 


S. My 
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S. My pretty, am'rous, fooliſh bird, 
A moment's patience ; in one word, 
The Three hind & ifters broke the chain, | 
She dy'd, I mourn'd, and woo'd again. * 


7. Let me e with juſter grief deplore 
My dear Columbo, now no more; 
Let me with conſtant Tears bewail <=—_—_ 


S. Your ſorrow ou but ſpoil my tale. 
My Fifth, ſhe prov'd a jealous wife, 
4 Lond ſhield us all from ſuch a life! 
| "Twas doubt, complaint, reply, chit-chat, 
"Twas This, today ; ; to-morrow, Thar. 
Sometimes, forſooth, upon the brook 
I kept a N; an honeſt Root 
IT.0old it a Saipe, who told a Szear, 
Who told it e, who told it her. 


One day a Linnet and a Lark 
Had met me ſtrolling in the dark; 
The next a Woodcock and an On! 
Quick: ſighted, grave, and ſober fowl, 
Wou'd on their corp' ral oath alledye 
Ikiſs'd a Hen behind the hedge. 
Well, madam Jurtie, to be brief, 
(Repeating but renews our grief 
As once ſhe watch'd me from a Ra:/, 
Poor ſoul / her footing chanc'd to fail, 
And down ſhe fell, and broke her hip, 
'The Fewer came, ad then the Pp: 
Death did the only cure apply ; 
She was at quiet, ſo was J. 


F. Cou'dloveunmov'd theſe changes view ; ? 
8 * forrows, as his | Joys are true. 


1 My deareft Dove, one e wise man ſays, 
Alluding to our preſent caſe, 
5 


9 


4 75 2 
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Were here To-day, and gone To-morraxy : 


Then what avails ſuperffous ſorrow r! 


Another full as wiſe as he, 
Adds; that a Marry'd Man may ſce 
Two happy Hours; and which are they ? . 


The Firft and Laff, perhaps you'll ſay; 


*Tis true when blythe ſhe goes to bed, 
And when ſhe peaceably ies dead; 
Wamen *twixt ſheets are beft, tis ſaid, 


| Be they of Holland or of Lead. 


Noa cur'd of Hymen's hopes and fears, 
And ſliding down the vale of years, 
I hop'd to fix my future reſt, : 

And took a W:d:w to my neſt. 


Ah Turtle) had ſhe been like thee, 
Sober, yet gentle; wiſe, yet free; 


but ſhe was peeviſh, noiſy, bold, 
A witch ingrafted ona ſcold : 


Joe in Pandora's Box confin'd 
A Hundred ills to vex mankind ; 
To vex one bird, in her Bandore 


He hid at leaſt a Hundred more. 

And ſoon as time that veil withdrew, 

The plagues o'er all the pariſh flew ; 

Her ſtock of borrow'd tears grew dry, 
And native tempeſts arm'd her eye, 

Black clouds around her forehead hung, 
And thunder rattled on her tongue. 
We, Youngor Old, or Cack or Hen, 

All liv'd in Æolus's den; | 

The neareſt her, the more accurſt, 

Ill far'd her friends, her huſband work. 
But Fove amidit his Anger ſpares, 
Remarks our faults, but hears our pray'rs. 
In ſhort, ſhe dy d. Why then ſhe's dead, 
Quoth I, and once again I'll wed. | 


Wou'd heav'n this mourning year was paſt, 
One may have better luck at laſt, 


Matters 
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Matters at worſt are ſure to mend, 
The Devil's Mie was but a Fiend. 


ED Thy tale has rais'd a Turtles Spleen, 
Uxorious inmate, bird obſcene, | 
Dar'ſt thou defile theſe ſacred groves, 
Theſe filent ſeats of faithful loves? 

Be gone, with flagging wings fit down 
On ſome old Pernt- Hou/e near the town ; - 
In Brewers Stables peck thy grain, 

Then waſh it down with puddled rain: 

And hear thy dirty offspring ſquall 

From bottles on a ſuburb-wall. 

Where thou haſt been, return again, 

Vile Bird thou haſt convers'd with Men; 
Notions like theſe, from Men are given, 
Thoſe wileft creatures under heaven. 


To Cities and to Courts repair, 
Flatt' ry and Faſſhsod flouriſh there: 
There, all thy wretched arts employ, 


Wheye Riches triumph over 7% Te 
Where Pafzens do with [n?'reft barter, 
And Hymen ho y Mammon's Charter ; 


Where Truth, by Paine of Lav, is Parry'd, 
And . udes are ſiæ times Marry d. 


DOWN-HALTL; 


— on 
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DOWN-HALL;. 
. 


K 
——_— 


To ihe Tune of King Johx and the Abbot of 
CAN TERBURV. f 


Written in the Lear, MDCCXV. 


— 
— 


n 


* * a . 


1 Sing notold e, who travelbd thro Greece, 
To kiſs the fair Maids, and poſſeſs the rich Fleece ; 
Nor ſing I Heat, who, led by his mother, 


Got rid of one Vie, and went far for Another, 


Derry down, down, hey derry down, 
Nor him who thro' Lia and Europe did roam, 


Utl:fes by name, who ne'er cry'd to go home; 


But rather deſir d to ſee cities and men, 
Than return to his farms, and converſe with old Pen. 


lang Homer and Virgil; their meaning to ſeek 
A man muſt have pok'd in the Latin and Greet ; 
Thoſe who love our own tongue, we have reaſon to hope 


| Have read them tranſlated by Dryden and Pope. 


But 


Sn 


at 
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But I ſing exploits, that have lately been dons 
By two Britiſb Heroes, call d Matthew and John:“ 


And how they rid friendly from fine London-town, 
Fair Eſſex to ſee, and a place they call Down. 


Now ere they went out, you may rightly ſuppoſe, 
How much they diſcours' d, both in Prudence and Proſe ? 
For before this great Fourney was throughly concerted, 


| Full often they met ; and as often they parted. 


And thus Marrhe ve ſaid, look you here, my friend ola 


I fairly have travell'd years thirty and one; 


And tho' I ſtill carry'd m Soveraign's warrants, 


I only have gone upon other Fo/ks errands. 


And now in this Tourney of life, I wou'd have | 
A place where to bait, *twixt the Court and the Grave ; ; | 
Where joyful to live, not unwilling to die - 


|} Gadzooks, I have juſt ſuch a place in my eye. 


There are gardens ſo ſtately, and arbours fo chick, 
A Portal of ſtone, and a Fabric of brick. 
The matter next week ſhall be all in your powr ; 


But the money, Gadzooks, muſt be paid in an hour. 


For things in this world, muſt by law be made certain, 
We both muſt repair unto Oliver Martin ; 
For he is a Lawyer of worthy renown. 


I'll bring you to ſee; he muſt fix you at Down. 


Quoth Matthew, I know, that from Berwick to Ib | 
You've ſold all our premiſes over and over. 
And now if your buyers and ſellers agree, | 
You may throw all our acres into the South Sca. 


* Matthew Prior, E 75 and John Morley of Halſtead 


in Eſſex, E/q; Bred a Butcher ( but was accounted one 0 


the greateſt Land-Fobbers in England ) and in om 
his Profeſſion, annually killed a Hog, in the Publick Mar- 


let, N it. He died 1732. 
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But a word to the purpoſe; to-morrow, dear friend, A 
We'll ſee, what to-night you io highly commend. 1 
And if with a garden and houſe J am bleſt; | 81 
Let the Devil and Coning foy* go with the reſt. 


Then anſwer'd ſquire Morley, pray get a Calaſs, 


That in Summer may burn, and in Winter may ſplaſh ; S] 
'F love dirt and duſt ; and tis always my pleaſure, | | F. 
To take with me much of the. ſoil that I meaſure. F. 
Zut Matthew thought” better: For Matthew thought 
And hired a Chariot ſo trim and fo tight, Fright, {j FE 
That extremes both of Winter and Summer might 1] 5 
For one ind was Canvas, the other was Glaſs. | D 


Draw up, quoth friend Mattherv; pull down, quoth friend | 
We ſhall be both hotter and colder anon. [7am, | 2 


Thus talking and ſcolding, they forward did ſpeed ; A 


And Ralpho pac'd by, under Newman the Swede, A 


Into an old inn did this equipage roll, - 


At a town they call Hodſaon, the ſign of the Bull, - 
Near a Nymph with an urn, that divides the high-way, FT 
And into a puddle throws Mother of Tea. \ | Bi 
Come here, my ſweet landlady, pray how d'ye do 
Where is Sey ſo cleanly, and Prudence and Sue? | A 
And where is the Video that dwelt here below ? N 
And the Ho/t/er that ſung about eight years ago? 7 
And where is your S://:r ſo mild and fo dear? TT 
Whoſe voice to her 2a:d; like a trumpet was clear: A 
By my troth, She replies, you grow 7. aunger, I think: A1 
And pray, fir, what wine does the gentleman drink ? T. 


Why now let me die, ſir, or live upon truſt, 
If I know to which queſtion to anſwer you firſt. 
Why things ſince I ſaw you, moſt ſtrangely have vary'd, 0 
And the Heſtler is hang'd, and the Widow is marry'd. Os 
Th 


'® Lord Coningſby with whom be had differed. 


Ard | 


2 
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And Prue left a child for the pariſh to nurſe; 
And Siſſey went off with a gentleman's purſe ; 
And as to my Siſſer ſo mild and fo dear, 
She has lain in the church-yard full many a year. 


Well, peace to her aſhes ; what ſignifies grief: 
She roaſted red Veal, and ſhe powder d lean Beef: 


Full nicely ſhe knew to cook- up a fine diſh ; 


For tough was hey Pullets, and tender her F;/. 
For that matter, fir, be ye ſquire, knight, or lord, 


I'll give you whatever a good inn can afford: 


8 I ſhou'd look on myſelf as unhappily ſped, 


Did I yield to a fitter, or living, or dead, 


Of Matton, a delicate neck and a breaſt, 
Shall ſwim in the Water in which they were dreſt: 
And becauſe you great folks are with rarities taken, 
Addle- Eggs ſhall be next courſe, toſt up with rank Bacon, 


Then ſupper was ſerv'd, and the ſheets they were laid: 


And Morley moſt lovingly whiſper'd the "aid. 


The Maid ! was ſhe handſom ? why truly fo, fo : 
But what Morley whiſper'd, we never ſhall know. 


Then roſe up theſe Heroes as briſk as the San, 
And their Hor/es like his, were prepared to run. 


Now when in the morning Matt aſk'd for the icore, 
Jon kindly had paid it the ev'ning before. ” 


| Their breakfaſt ſo warm to be ſure they did ane 2 


A cuſtom in travellers, mighty diſcreet, 


And thus with great friendſhip and glee they went on 


To find out the Place you ſhall hear of anon, 


But what did they talk of from morning till noon ? 


Why, of Spots in the Sur, and the Mar in the Moon: 
Of the Czar's yur temper, the Szocis in the City, 
The wiſe men 


Greece, and the Secret-Committee, : 
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So to Harlow thy came; and hey, where are you all? 
Show us into the parlour, and mind when. I call : 


Why, your Maid: have no motion, your Men have no life; 


Well Mafer, I hear you have bury'd your Wife. 


Come this very inſtant, take care to provide 
Tea, Sugar, and Toaſt, and a Horſe, and a Guide. 
Are the Harri/ſons here, both the old and the young? 
And where ſtands fair Down, the delight of my ſong ? 


O ſquire, to the grief of my heart I may ſay, 

I have bury'd two Wives ſince you travell'd this way; 
And the Harriſons both may be preſently here ; 

And Down ftands, 1 think, where it ſtood the laſt year. 


Then Joan brought the Tea pot, and Caleb the Toaſt ; 
And the Wire was froth'd out by the hand of mine hoſt : 
But we clear'd our Extempore banquet fo faſt, | 
That the Harri/ors both were forgot in the haſte. 


Now hey for Down. Hall ; for the guide he was got; 


The Chariot was mounted; the horſes did trot ; 
The guide he did bring us a dozen mile round: 
But Of all in vain; for no Down cou'd be found. 


O!] thou Pop guide, thou haſt led us aftray. * 
Says he; how the devil ſhov'd I know the way? 
I never yet traveli'd this road in my life: 
But Dow lies on the left, I was told by my We. 


Thy Wife, anfwer'd Matth:w, when ſhe went abroad, 


Ne'er told thee of half the bye-ways ſhe had trod: | 
Perhaps ſhe met friends, and brought pence to thy houſe. 
| But thou ſhalt go home without ever a ſouſe. 


What is this thing Morley, and how can you mean it? 
We have loſt our eſtate here, before we have ſeen it. 

| Have patience, ſoft, Morley in anger reply d. 

To find out our way, let us ſend off our guide. 


» oO 2 
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O here I ſpy Devon: caſt your eye to the Vet, 
Where a Vind-Mill fo ſtately ſtands plainly confeſt. 


On the Veſt, reply'd Matthew, no Vind-Mill I find: 
As well thou may'ſt tell me, I ſee the Veſ-N ind. 


Now pardon me, Morley, the Vind- Mill] ſpy, 
But faithful Achates, no houſe is there nigh. 
Look again, ſays mild Morley, Gadzooks you are blind: 
The Mill ſtands before; and the Hou/e lies behind. 


O now a low ruin'd white Shed I diſcern, 
Until'd and unglaz'd ; I believe tis a Barn. 
A Barn? why you rave: tis a Houſe for a ſquire, 
8 8 of peace, or a knight of our ſhire. 


A houſe ſhou'd be built, or with Brick, or with Ae: | 
Why, tis P/aifter and Lach; and I think, that's all one. 
ſuch as 11 is, it has ſtood with great fame, 
Been called a Ha I, and has given its name 
To DOWN, doxwn, hey derry dewn.. 


7 O Marley, O Na- ly, if that be 2 Hall; 5 
The fame with the building will ſuddenly fall — 


_ | With our fiend ² . 


My buſineſs is land ; and. matters not me. 


I wiſh you cou'd tell, what a Jace your + Kang alls: 
I ſhew'd you Down Hall; did you hook for Verſailles? 
Then take houſe and farm, as Fobn Bellet will let you; 
F or better, for w orſe, as I took my dame Betty. 


And now, fir, a word to the wiſe is s enough; ; 
You'll make very little of all your old ſtuff: 

And to build at your age, by my truth, you grow ſimple ;. 
Are you young and rich, like the Maſter of Wimple ? * 


If you have theſe whims of apartments and gardens, 
From twice fifty acres you'll ne*er tee hve ran 


by The E arl 1 Oxford. 
| And 
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And in yours I ſhall find the true gentleman's fate ; 
Ere you finiſh your houſe, you'll have ſpent your ce: 


Now let us touch thumbs, and be friends ere we part. 
Here, Foh», is my thumb; and here, Mat, is my heart, 


To Halſtead | ſpeed; and you go back to town. | 


Thus ends the Firſt Part ot the Ballad of DOWN. 


Derry down, down, hey derry daun. 


4 Virum defi mum, 6 e Domi- 
num SAMUELEM SHAW, dum Theſes de 


Ictero pro Gradu Do#oris defenderet. 


PR petens ſzvis morbis ve! lzdere gentes, 

| Læſas ſolerti vel releyare manu, 
Aſpice tu decus hoe noſtrum, placiduſque fatere 
Indomitus quantum profit in arte labor: 

Non iftrum poſthac peſtemve minaberis orbi, 
Fortius hic juvenis dum medicamen habet: 


=P" L FF _OTSPY 


Mitte dehinc iras, & nato carmina dona; 
Neglectum telum dejice, ſume lyram. 


Aaisbæus Prior, A.M. & Colleg. | 
4 Juni 1692, VVV 
5 Divi Ioann. Cantab. Socius- 


IMIT A. 


— 


te. 


UN. 


M1- 


A- | 
Caur'd yeſterday of my diſeaſe, 
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IMITATED by Mr. Cooxk. 


15 To my Learned Friend 
SAMUEL SHAW, 
„„ Joo 


Taking his DOCTOR's Degree, and De- 
fending a Theſis on the JaunnIce. 


Tal PHOEBUS, deity, whoſe pow'rful hand 


Can ſpread diſeaſes thro' the joytul land, 

Alike all pow'rful to relieve the pain, 

And bid the groaning nations imile again; 
When Shaw, our pride, you tee, confeis you find 
In him what art can do with labour join dj 
No more the world the F aundice threats ſhall fear, 


| While he, the youth, our remedy, is near : 


Suppreſs thy rage, with verſe thy ſon intpire, 


| The dart neglected to aſſume the lyre. 


The R E ME D L, worſe than the 


5 


DISEASE. = 


| 
Þ Sent for Radcliffe, was ſo ill, 

* The other doctors gave me over, 
He felt my pulſe, preſcrib'd his Pill, 
And I was likely to recover. 

II. 


But when the Vit began to wheeze, 


And Vine had warm'd the Politician, 
1 died laſt night of my Phyfcias. 


© 
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On Biſhop AuTzzIU RY'S | Burying hi Grace 


FOHN SHEFFIELD, 


Duke of Buckinghamſhire, 1721. 


1 Hove ns hopes, the Duke he ſays, and dies; 

In ſure andcertain hopes the Prelate cries : 
Of theſe a0 learned Peers, I pr'ythee lay, man, 
Who is the lying Knave, the Prieft or Layman ? 
The Duke he ſtands an Inde confeſt, 

Hes our dear Brother quoth the lordly Prieſt. 
The Duke, tho Knawe ; ſtill Brother dear he cries, 
And, who can 7 the rey'rend * lies? 


v R F S E 8 ; fooke to the Line 1 


Cavendiſb-Holles Harley, in the Library 
of St. Fobn's COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, 


November the 9th, Anno 1 71 9. 


Mabau, 
Ince Anna viſited the muſcs-ſeat, 

(Around her tomb let weeping angels wait) 
Hail Thou, the bri teft of thy ſex, — 
Mioſt gracious neighbour * and moſt welcome gueſt, 

Not Harley's ſelf to Cam and Iit dear, 
In virtues and in arts great Oxfords heir, 
Not He ſuch preſent honours ſhall receive, 
As to his Con/ort we aſpire to give. 

Writings of men our thoughts to day nib, 

To pay due homage to the ſofter- ſex 
Plats: . Tully we forbear to read, 
And their great fol! wers whom this houſe has bred, 


De Seat of this noble family is at Wimpole j in Cam- 
m_ To 


ALLLY 


To 


i 
i 
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To ſtudy leſſons from thy morals given, 
And ſhining charaQters, impreſs'd by heaven. 
Science in books no'longer we purſue, 
Minerwva's (elf in Harriet's face we view; 
For when with beauty we can virtue join, 
We paint the ſemblance of a form divine. 

Their pious incenſe let our neighbours bring, 
To the kind mem'ry of ſome bounteous King, 


With grateful hand, due altars let them raiſe, 


To ſome good Knight's or holy Prelate's praiſe ;*F 
We tune our voices to a nobler theme, a 
Your eyes we bleſs, your praiſes we proclaim; 5 


I Saint John's was founded in a woman's name. Þ 
_ Emjoyn'd by ſtatute, to the fair we bow ; L 
i 


In ſpite of time we keep our ancient vow ; 


What Margaret Tudor was, is Harriet Harley now. ; | 


* Sir Thomas White was the ſounder of Sr. John's 


College, Oxon; and their greateſt Benefactor, next to bim, 


wes Archbiſhop Laud. | 


— — 


 PrRoLoGUE fo the ORPHAN, 


Repreſented by ſome of the Fefminfter Scholars, at 
Hickford's Dancing-Room in Panton-ſireet near Leice/- 
ter-Fields, the ſecond of February, 1720. 


Spoken by the Lord DUPLIN, who acted Cordelio.t 


VA Hat! wou'd my humble comrades have me fay ? 
Gentle ſpectators, pray excuſe the play ? 


Such work by hireling actors ſhou'd be done, 


| Whom you may clap or hiſs for half a crown: 
Our gen'rous ſcenes for friendſhip we repeat; 


And if we don't delight ; at leaſt we treat. 


t The Page in the Orphan. 


A 
— 


Fat 
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Ours is the damage, if we chance to blunder, 
We may be aſk'd whoſe Patent we att under? 


How ſhall we gain you #/amode de France? 
We hir'd this room; but none of us can dance 
In cutting ca; ers we ſhall never pleaſe : 
Our learning doe: not lie below our knees. 


\ 
"4 
I 
k 
7 
: 
L 
7 


Shall we procure you ſymphony and found ? 
Then you muſt each ſubſcribe 74.0 hund: ed Pound, 
There we ſhou'd fail too. as to point of voice: 

Miſtzke us not: Mere no Italian boys: 

True Hritons born; from Veſt min ſter we come; 
And only tpezk the ſtyle of ancient Rome. | 
Wie wou'd deſerve, not pcorly beg applauſe ; 

And ſtand or fall by Friend's and Buſby's laws. 


For the Diſreſi'd your pity we implore : | 8 


If once refus d, we'll trouble you no more, 


But leave our Orphan ſqualling at your door. 


1 


22ü*„ — 


. be eee ene ee en 


The CONVERSATION. 
* 1. 


T7 always has been thought diſcreet, 

To know the company you meet; 
And ſure there may be ſecret danger, 
In talking much before a ſtranger. 

eed: What then ? then drink your ale, 

Tl pledge you, and repeat my tale. 


No matter where the Scene is fixt : 
The perſons were but odly mixt: 


hen 


When ſober Damon thus began: 


(And Damon 1s a clever man) 


I now grow old; but ſtill, from youth, 
Have held for Modeſty and Trach. 
The men who by theſe ſea- marks ſteer, 
In life's great voyage never err: 

Upon this point I dare defy 

The world: 1 pauſe for a reply. 


Sir, either is a good Alan: : 
Said one who fat a little diſtant: 
Truth decks our Speeches and our Books 3 
And Modeſty adorns our Looks : 
But farther progreſs we muſt take, 
Not only born to Look and Sprak : 


The man muſt 44. The Stapyrite 


Says thus, and ſays extremely right: 
Strict Juſtice is the ſov'raign guide, 


That o'er our actions ſhou'd preſide: ; 


This queen of virtues 15 confeſt, 

To regulate and bind the reſt. | 
Thrice happy, if you can but ww | 
Her equal balance poize your min 
All diff rent graces ſoon will enter, 
Like lines concurrent to their center. 


Tuns thus, in ſhort, theſe Tuo went on, 


With Yea and Nay, and Pro and Con, 
Thro' many points divinely dark, 
And Waterland aſſaulting Clarke ; 


Will, in theology half loſt, 
Damon took up the Ewening-Poft; 
Confounded Spain, compos'd the North, 


And deep in politicks held forth. 


Methinks we're in the like condition, 


As at the Treaty of Partition : 


That ftroke, for all king William's care, 


Begat another tedious war. 


Matthew, who knew the 2vhole Intrigue, 
Ne er much approv'd that Myſtic * : 
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In the vile Utrecht Treaty too, 

Foor man, he found enough to do. 
Sometimes to me he did apply ; 

But down-right dunſtable was I, 

And told him, where they were miſtakes, 
And counſell'd him to /ave hit Bacon: 
But (paſs his Po/zticks and Proſe ) 

I never herded with his foes; 
Nay, in his Verſes, as a friend, 

I till found ſomething to commend : 
Sir, I excus'd his Nut brown-Maid ; 

W hate'er ſeverer critick ſaid: 

Too far, I own, the girl was try'd : 

The women all were on my fide. 

For Alma I return'd him thanks : 

T Lk'd her with her little pranks : | 
Indeed, poor So/omon in rhime, py 
Was much too grave to be ſublime. 


= Piadar and Damon ſcorn tranſition : - 

So on he ran a new Diviſion ; 
Till out of breath he turn'd to ſpit : 
(Chance often helps us more than wit) 
_Tother that lucky moment took, 
Juſt nick'd the time, broke in, and ſpoke. 


Of all the the gods afford, 

(If we may 15 old Lt 8 word) 
The greateſt is a friend; whoſe love 
Knows how to praiſe, and when reprove : 
From ſuch a treaſure never part, 
But hang the jewel on your heart: 
And, pray, fir (it delights me) tell; 

You know this author mighty well 
Know him! dl ye queſtion it? Odi Aol 
Sir, does a beggar know his dyh ? 
Id him, as I told you, 1 

Advis d bin tere a ſtander by 

 Twitch'd Damon gently by the cloke, 
And thus, unwilling, filence filence broke ; 


Damon 


121 


6a: 


_ 
2 


4 a 
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Damon, i time we ſbou' d retire : 
| The man you talk with is Mat. Prior. 


Patron thro life, and from thy birth my friend; 
Dorſet, to thee, this fable let me ſend : 
With Damon's lightneſs weigh thy folid worth : 
The foil is known to ſet the diamond forth : 
Let the feign'd tale this real moral give, | | 
How many Damons, how few Dor/ets live. Y 


rr re? 
5 « 8 
2 —— 8 — 


| July, 172 1. 


c o LI N's Miſtakes. 


Written in Imitation of Spencer's Style. 


Me ludit Amibilis 
Inſania. 


: — 


* We 
* 


„ - Wh 


8 FX by 1 of Cam was Colin bred : 
HE Ve Nymphs, for ever guard that ſacred ſtream ;} 
To W:mpel”s woody ſhade his way yp 

( Flouriſh thoſe woods, the Mu/es endleſs theme. 
As whilom Calin ancient books had read, 5 
Lays Greek and Roman wou d he oft rehearſe, 
And much he lov'd, and much by heart he ſaid, 
What father Spencer ſung in Br:tifs verſe, 
Who reads chat bard, defires like him to write, 
Still fearful of ſucceſs, ſtill tempted by delight. 


Soon as Aurora had unbarr'd the morn, 
And light difcover'd nature's chearful face; 
The ſounding clarion, and the ſprightly horn 

Call'd the blythe huntfman to the diſtant chace, 
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Eftſoons they iflue forth a goodly band; 
The deep-mouth'd Hounds with thunder rend theair, 
The fiery Cour/ers ſtrike the riſing ſand ; 
Far thro? the thicket flies the frighted Deer ; ; 
Harley the honour of the day ſupports 
| His preſence glads the _—_ 3 his orders gude the ſports. 8 
On a fair Paſſrey well equip't did ſit 
An Amaxonian- dame; a ſcarlet veſt 
For active horſemanſhip adaptly fit oY 
Inclos'd her dainty limbs ; a plumed creft 
Wav'd o'er her head; obedient by her ſide T 
ler friends and ſervants rode ; with artful hand 
Full well knew ſhe the Steed to turn and guide: 
The willing Steed receiv'd her ſoft command: 
Courage and ſweetneſs in her Face wgre ſeated; 
On her all eyes were bent, and all iſhes waited. 
IV 


This ſeeing, Colin thus his Mu/e beſ 
For alltydes was the Mu/e to Colin «4 
Ah me too nigh! or, Clio, I miſtake; _ : 
Or that bright form that pleaſeth ſo mine eye, a 
Is s Teve s fair daughter Pallas, gracious queen 1 
Of lib' ral arts; with wonder and delight 1 
In Homer's verſe we read her; well I ween, 
That em'lous of his Grecian maſter's flight, ; 0. 
Dan Spen/er makes the fav rite goddeſs known; J 


When in her graceful look fair Britomart | is 5 ſhown. 
V. f 
At noon as Colin to the m_ came, | [ 
Ope'd were the gates, and right r'd the feaſt, ( 
2 . 8 Sed - 
The lord's delight, "the wonder of the gueſt. 1 
With pearl and jewels was ſhe ſumptuous deckt, The 
As well became her dignity and place; 
But the beholders mought her gems neglect, 0 JF 
To fix their eyes on her more lovely face, 7 
Serene with RT” and with ſoftneſs bright : : 
O beauty ſent from — to cheer the mortal ſight! 


VI. Libiat | Q 
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VI. 
Lib' ral Munificence behind her ftood : 
And decent ſtate obey'd her high command; 
And Charity diffuſe of native good 
At once portrayes her mind, and guides her hand, 
As to each gueſt ſome fruits ſhe deign'd to lift, 
And filence with obliging parley broke; 
How gracious ſeem'd to each th' imparted gift; 
But how more gracious what the giver ſpoke ? 
Such eaſe, ſuch freedom did her deed attend, 
That ev'ry gueſt rejoic'd, exalted to a friend. 
VII. 
Quoth Colin; Clio, if my feeble ſenſe 
Can well diſtinguiſh yon illuſtrious dame, 
Who nobly doth ſuch gentle gifts diſpenſe; 
In Latian Numbers Ju no is her name, 
Great goddeſs, who with peace and plenty crown'd, 
Io all that under ſky breathe vital air 
Diffuſeth bliſs, and through the world around 
Pours wealthy eaſe, and ſcatters joyous cheer ; ; 
|  Certes of her in ſemblant guiſe I read; 
When Spenſer decks his lays with Glorians $ deed. 
VIII. 
7 As Calin mus'd at ev ning near the weed: 
A nymph undreſs'd, beſeemeth, by him 1 
Down to her feet her filken garment flow'd : 
A ribbon bound and ſhap'd her flender waiſt : 
A veil dependent from her comely head. 
| And beauteous plenty of ambroſial hair, 5 
3 O'er her fair breaſt and lovely ſhoulders ſpread, 
Behind fell looſe, and wanton'd with the air. 
The ſmiling Zepbyrs call'd their am'rous brothers 


They kiſs'd the waving lawn, and wafted i it to others. 


IX. 
Daiſies and violets roſe, where'er he 1 O 
As Flora kind her roots and buds had ſorted : 
And led by Hymen, wedlock's myſtic god; 
11 Len thouſand Loves around he nymph diſported. 
oral Quoth Colin; now I ken the goddeſs bright, 


Whom pou ſing : All human hearts enthrall d, 
L 2 


Obey 
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Obey her pow'r ; her kindneſs the delight 
Of gods and men; great Venus ſhe is call'd, 
When Mantuan Virgil doth her charms rehearſe; 
Belphebe is her name, in wor Edmond's verſe. 


Heard this the Mu uſe, 1 with a ſmile reply 'd, 
Which ſhew'd ſoft anger mixt with friendly _ 
Twin ſiſters ſtill were ignorance and pride; 
Can we know right, till error we remove? 
But, Colin, well I wiſt, will never learn: 
Who lights his guide ſhall deviate from his way: 
Me to have aſk'd what thou cou'dft not diſcern, 
| To thee pertain'd; to me the thing to ſay. 
What heav'nly will from human eye conceals. 
How can the bard aread, unleſs the muſe reveals? 
XI. 
Nor Pallas thou, nor Britomart has ſeen; 
When ſoon at morn the flying deer was chas'd : 
Nor Fove's great wife, nor Spenſer's fairy queen 
At noontyde dealt the honours of the feaſt : 
Nor Venus, nor Belphebe didſt thou ſpy, 
The evening's glory, and the grove's delight. 
Henceforth, if aſk'd, inſtructed right, reply, 
That all the day to knowing mortals ſight 
Bright Ca ndiſb- Halles Harley ſtood confeſt, 
As various Hour advis'd, in various — dreſt. 


; mY 


8 


To 
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To the Right Honourable the 
Counteſs Dowager of Dx VONSHIRE, 


' ONA 


Plere of WIS sss; 


WhereonwereallherGRANDSONS painted, 


W 


18S IN and Nature held a long conteſt, 
If ſhe Created, or he Painted beſt ; 


In theſe ſeven brethren, they contended laft, 4 
With art increas'd their utmoſt ſkill they try'd, 
And both well pleas'd, they had themſelves ſurpaſs'd, 
The goddeſs 7r:umph'd, and the painter dy'd. 


That both, their ſkill to this vaſt height ad raiſe, 


Be ours the wonder, and be yours the praiſe : 


For here as in ſome glaſs i is well deſcry'd, 


Only your ſelf thus often multiply'd. 


When heav'n had you and gracious 4 + made, 
WOE: more exalted — could it add ? 


+ Elick dunghter of the Connteſ. 


With pleaſing thought the wond'rous combat 
grew, 
She ſtill n Fairer, he ſtill Liter drew. 


* 
Tame Dit 2 >" 6 5 
, ; 4 
yo 


TS i —— 
. ua 4x4 


— — 
— —4ẽ— —— — 
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Having no nobler images in ſtore, | ! 
It but kept up to theſe, nor could do more 1 
Than copy well, what it well fram'd before, 

If in dear Burleigh”s generous face we ſee 

Obliging truth, and handſome honeſty ; 

With all that world of charms, which "EM wil move 
Reverence in men, and in the fair-one's love: 

His every grace, his fair deſcent aſſures, 

He has his mother's beauty, ſhe has yours. 

If ever Cecils face had every charm 

That thought can fancy, or that heav'n can form; 
Their beauties all become your beauty's due, 

They are all fair becauſe they're all ike you : 
If every Ca' ndiſb great and charming look, 
From you that air, from you the charms they took. 

In their each limb your image is expreſt, 4 
But on their brow firm courage ſtands confeſt; | 

There their great father by a ſtrong increaſe, | | 
Adds ſtrength to beauty, and compleats the piece. 
Thus ftill your beauty in your ſons we view, 8 | 


Wiſin ſeven-times one great perfection drew, 
| Whoever fate, the picture ſtill is you. : 
So pers: pawn ſun with genial beams, 


Has many y gems 3 | 
He ſees himſelf improv'd, while every ſtone, 


With a reſembling light, reflects a tun. 
So when great Rhea many births had given, 
Such as might govern earth, and people heaven; 


Her glory grew diffus'd, and fuller known. 
She ſaw the deity in every ſon: 


| And to what god ſoe' er men altars rais'd, 

ſ Honouring the offspring, they the mother prais 'd. 
In ſhort-hv'd charms let others place their joys 

| Which ſickneſs blaſts, and certain age deſtroys : 


Your ſtronger beauty, time can ne'er deface, 
_ Tis ſtill renew'd, and ſtamp'd in all your race 


Ah! Wife, had thy art been ſo Hd, 1 
1 As wich their beauty to have drawn their mind, OD | £4 
J | wed | ; 


hro? | 


*Twould ſtill be wonderful, and ftill be new, 
Againſt what time, or ſpight, or fate could do, 


And C avendi 0 s name, and Cecil's honour die. 


Beſpoke the fair from whom he ſprung, 


| Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 
And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 


Shall 1 thumb holy books; confin'd_ 


5 Muſt lady Femny friſk about, 
At balls muſt She make all the rout, 


What, better has ſhe, pray, than I? — 
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Thro' circling years thy labours would ſurvive, 8 


And living rules to faireſt virtue give 


To men unborn, and ages yet to live; 


Till thine confus'd with nature's pieces lie, 


"The 3 P 1 A E ＋ 0 O N. 
1. 
Hus Kitty, * beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd ; 


With little rage inflam'd. 
IT. 


Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd ; 


Whilſt wit and beauty reign d, 
III. 


With Abigails forſaken ? 
Kitty's for other things defign'd, 
Or I am much miſtaken. 
5 | 


And viſit with her cozens ? 


And bring home hearts by dozens ? 
V | 


What hidden charms to boaſt, 


1 


Lady 23 Hyde: to whom, this, and che fol- 


lowing copy was ſent, by che * honourable Simon 
Harconey, Eſq; 


L * = That 
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; That all mankind for her ſhould die, / 
1 Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt? DE [- 


| VE. | 
Dear Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try; 
I'II have my Zarl, as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 
a WL 
PII ſoon with Jenny's pride quit ſcore. 
Make all her lovers fall ; 
They'll grieve I was not loos'd before, 
She, I was loos'd at all. 
VIII. 


Fondneſs prevail'd, Mamma gave way; 5 
Kitty at heart's deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 


And ſet the world on fire. 


The Judgment of VENus. 
4 Hen Kzeller”s works of various grace, 
Were to fair Venus ſhown, 
The goddeſs ſpy'd in every face 
Some features of her own. 
EE . - 
Juſt ſo, (and pointing with her hand) * 
| So ſhone, ſays ſhe, my eyes, 
. When from two goddeſſes I gain'd 
þ An apple fora prize. 
| „ „ 
| When in the glaſs and river too, 
: My face I lately view'd, | 
Such was I, if the glaſs be true, 


* 
nn 


o the Pifure of Lady Ranelaugh. = 


In 


. 
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IV. 


In colours of this glorious kind + 


Fpelles painted me; 
My hair thus flowing with the wind, 
Sprung from oh, native ſea. 


Like this, diſorder' d, wild, forlorn, + 


Big with ten thouſand fears, 
Thee, my Adonis, did I mourn 
Ev'n beautiful i in tears. 
| VI. 


But viewing Myra plac'd apart, 


I fear, fays ſhe, I fear, 


 Hpelles, that Sir Godfrey's art 


Has far ſurpaſs'd thine here. 
VII. 


Or I, a goddeſs of the Skies, 


By Myra am outdone, 
And muſt reſign to her the prize, 
The apple, which I won, 
ö 


But ſoon as ſhe had Myra ſeen 


Majeſtically fair, 
The ſparkling eye, the look ſerene, 
The gay and eaſy air. 
IX. 
With fiery emulation fill'd, 
The wondring goddeſs cry 4, 


| Apelles, muſt to Kneller yield, 


Or Venus, muſt to Hyde. 
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” Pifure of the Led) Saliſbury. 


1 Lady Jane Douglas, Sifter to the Duke of Douglas 


8 


„„ 


ein has hoſt k B77; 


_ O! gentle Cambridge | ſadly ſay, 
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7 * E NY E S; 
OR, 5 


STANZ As on as Death 
of Mr. P R 10 K. 


= 2 
Ar. Prior and we muſt ſubmit ! 
Is at his journey's end: | 


And I what s more, a Friend. 
II. - 
Who vainly hopes long here to ſtay, 
May ſee with weeping eyes; 
Not only nature poſts away, 
But e' en Good-Nature dies; 
. 
Shou'd grave ones count theſe praiſes light, 
_ To ſuch it may be ſaid; 
A Man, in this lamented Weight, 
Of butineſs too is dead. 
| IT, -- 
From anceſtors, as might a fool 
He trac'd no High-fetch'd Stem; 


| But gloriouſly revers'd the rule, 


By dignihhing them. 
V. 


Why fates are ſo unkind ? 
To ſnatch thy giant-ſons away, 
Whilſt PYSmues {tay behind. 


| Horats 
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VI. | 

Horace and He were call'd in haſte, 
From this vile earth to heav'n 

The cruel yearnot fully paſs'd, 
tatis, fifty ſeven. 

1 4 | I 

So, on the tops of Lebanon, 
Tall cedars felt the Sword ; 

To grace, by care of So/omon, 
'The temple of the Lord. 

| n. 

A tomb, amidſt the learned, may 
The Wftern-Abbey give! 

Like theirs, his aſhes muſt decay; 
Like theirs, his fame ſhall live. 

IX. 

Cloſe, carver! by ſome well-cut books, 
Let a thin buſto tell ; 

In ſpight of plump and pamper'd looks, 
How ſcanty ſenſe can dwell! 

X. 


iy No epitaph, of tedious length, 


Shou'd over-charge the ſtone; 
Since loftieſt verſe would loſe it's —— 
In mentioning his own. 
= -- 
At once ! and not verboſely tame, 
Some brave Laconzc-pen 
Shou'd ſmartly touch his ample name; 
In form — O rare Ben 
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7 H R E NUV S; 
O R, 


S TANZ As on the Death 
of Mr. PRIOR. 


wo I. 
At. Prior Q and we muſt ſubmit ! 
Is at his journey's end: 
In whom the world has loſt a Vit; 
And I what's more, a Friend. 
II. 
Who vainly hopes long here to ſtay, 
May ſee with weeping eyes; 
Not only nature poſts away, 
But e en Good-Nature dies; 
| 1 © 
Shou'd grave ones count theſe praiſes gh, 
To ſuch it may be faid ; 
A Max, in this Iamented Weight, 
Of buſineſs too is dead. 
IV. 
From anceſtors, as might a fool! 
He trac'd no Hz:gh-fetch'd Stem; 
But gloriouſly revers'd the rule, 
By dignifying them. 
V. 


O! gentle Cambridge] ſadly ay; 
Why fates are ſo unkind ? 
To ſnatch thy 2 11 


Whilſt PYSmues 8 


Horace : 
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VI. 
Horace and He were call'd in haſte, 
From this vile earth to heav'n; 
The cruel yearnot fully paſs'd, 
Htatis, fifty ſeven. 
VII. 
So, on the tops of Lebanon, 
Tall cedars felt the Sword; 
To grace, by care of Solomon, 
The temple of the Lord. 
VIII. 
A tomb, amidſt the learned, may 
The Veſtern-Abbey give 
Like theirs, his aſhes muſt decay; 
Like theirs, his fame ſhall live. 
55 
Cloſe, carver ! by ſome well-cut books, 
Let a thin buſto tell ; 
In ſpight of plump and pamper'd looks, 
How ſcanty ſenſe can dwell ! 
ho 
No epitaph, of tedious EY 
Shou'd over-charge the ſtone ; 
Since loftieſt verſe would loſe it's ſtrength, 
In mentioning his own. | 5 
„ 
At once] and not verboſely tame, 
Some brave Lacoxic- pen 
Shou'd ſmartly touch his ample name; 5 
In form of O rare Ben 1 


SONG 
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— 


 %  V | 
To his Miſtreſs 


Hilf I am ſcorch'd with hot defire, 
In vain, cold friendſhip you return; 
Alas! but make it fiercer burn. 
II. 
Ah! wou'd you. have the flame ſuppreſt 
8ꝗ8 ae 
| e half my paſſion to your breaſt, 
The reſt in mine ſhall ever laſt. | 


As O D E 


In i imitation n of the Second Ode of the third 
book of Ho R A CE. 


Written in the Year 1692; | 


OW 1 , deluded Albion, wilt thou lie @) 
| In the ſleep the fad repoſe, 
By which thy cloſe thy conſtant enemy, 
| Has fol Ill theeto thy woes; 


i a) Anguſtam, 2 pauperiom ga 


ut acri 
yas yok & pms feroces 
Tone eques — 
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or waked iſle, or ceaſe to onůnn 
What thy old kings in Gallict camps have done; 
| The ſpoils they brought thee back, the crowns they won, 
| William (ſo fate requires) again is arm'd ; | 
| Thy father to the field is gone: 
Again Maria weeps her. abſent lord; 
For thy repoſe content to rule alone: 
Are thy enervate ſons not yet alarm'd ? 
When Villian fights dare they look tamely on, 
So ſlow to get their ancient fame reſtor'd, 
As not to melt at beauties — follow valour's ſword? 
See the repenting iſle awakes, 
Her vicious chains the generous goddeſs breaks: 
The fogs around her temples are diſpell'd ; 
Abroad ſhe looks, and ſees arm'd Belgia ſtand 
Prepar d to meet their common lord's command 
1 Her lions rearing by her fide, her arrows in her hand; 
And bluſhing to have been ſo long with-held, | 
 Weeps off her crime, and haſtens to the field : 
% Henceforth her youth ſhalt be inur'd to bear 
Hazardous toil and active war: 
To march beneath the dog-ſtar's raging heat, 
Patient of ſummer's drought, and martial ſweat ; 
And only grieve in winter's camps to find, 
It's days too ſhort for labours they deſign d: 
All night beneath hard heavy arms to watch; 
All day to mount the trench, to ſtorm the breach; 
And all the ru paths to tread, Et 
(e) Silence is the ſoul of war, 


A. 


. 


6 


* 
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The mighty work which valour muſt compleat : | 
Thus William reſen 'd, thus preſerves the ſtate ; | 

Thus teaches us to think and dare; 
As whilft his cannon thus prepar d to breath | 

Avengin anger and ſwift death, e 
In the try d metal the cloſe dangers glow, 

And now too late the dying foe | 

Perceives the flame, yet cannot ward the blow, 

So whilſt in William's breaſt ripe counſels lie, 
Secret and ſure as brooding fate, ; 

No more of his deſign appears 
Than what awakens Gallia's fears; 

And (tho' guilt's eye can ſharply penetrate } 

| Diftrated Lewes can deſcry, 

Only a long unmeaſur'd _ nigh. 

On Norman coaſts — 1 of frighted Seine 

Lo! the im s begin: 
Britannia ſafely thro' = maſter's ſea 
' Plows up her victorious way. 

The French Salmoneus throws his bolts in vain,” 
Whilſt the true thunderer aſſerts the main: 
"Tis done ! to ſhelves and rocks his fleets * 
Swift victory in vengeful flames 
Burns down the pride of their preſumptuous names 

They run to ſhipwreck to avoid our fire, 

And the torn veſſels that regain their coaſt 
Are but ſad marks to ſhew the reſt are loſt: 
All this the mild, the beauteous queen has done, 
And William's ſofter half ſhakes Lewis” throne. 

Maria does the ſea command, 

Whilſt Gallia flies her huſband's arms by land, 

So, the ſun abſent, with full ſway the moon 
Governs the iſles, and rules the waves alone ; 

So F uno thunders when her Fove | is gone. | 
Ji Britannia! looſe thy ocean's chains, 

Whilſt Reel ſtrikes the blow thy queen ordains: 
Thus reſcu'd, thus rever'd, for ever ſtand, 
And bleſs the counſel, and reward the hand, | 

I. Britannia! thy Maria reigns, 


D ‚ oY "PO HORS ̃—ůù̃ SO ! n 


18282 


{d) From 
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(4) From Mary's conqueſts, and the reſcu'd main, 


Let France look forth to Sambre's armed ſhore, 

And boaſt her joy for William's death no more. 

He lives; let France confeſs, the victor lives: 

Her triumphs for his death were vain, 

And ſpoke her terror of his life too plain. 

The mighty years begin, the day draws nigh, 

In which That One of Lewis many wives, 

Who by the baleful force of guilty charms, _ 

Has long enthrall'd him in her wither'd arms, 

Shall o'er the plains from diſtant tow'rs on high: 
Caſt around her mournful eye, : 
And with prophetick ſorrow cry : 

Why does my ruin'd lord retard his flight ? 

Why does deſpair provoke his age to fight? 

As well the wolf may venture to engage 

The angry lion's gen rous rage; 

The rav'nous vultur, and the bird of night, 

1 As ſafely tempt the _— eagle's flight, 

As Lewis to unequal arms de 

Von' hero, crown'd with blooming victory, 

Juſt triumphing o'er rebel rage reſtrain'd, 
And yet unbreath'd from battles gain'd. 


gee! all you? duſty fields quite cover d o'er 


With hoſtile troops, and Oraꝛge at their head, 
Orange deſtin'd to compleat 

The great deſigns of lab'ring fate, 
Orange, the name that tyrants dread : 


He comes, our ruin'd empire is no more : 


Down, like the Perſar, goes the Gallick throne, 


Darius flies, young Ammon urges on. 


(4) lilum ex mænibus hoſticis 
Matrona bellantis tyranni 
Proſpiciens, & adulta virgo . 
Suſpiret, eheu ! ne rudis agminum 
Sponſus laceſſat regius aſperum 
Tatu leonem quem cruenta | 


Per medias rapit ira cædes. 


No- 


— 
. m ˙ — amr 
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VI. 
' Now from the dubious battle's ming!'d heat, 
CC 00 
Impatient to ſecure a baſe retreat: 
Let the pale coward leave his wounded king, 
: For the vile privilege to breath, 
To live with ſhame in dread of glorious death. 
In vain : for fate has ſwifter wings than fear, 
She follows hard, and ftrikes him in the rear, 
Dying and mad the traytor bites the ground, 
His back transfix'd with a diſhoneſt wound ; 
Whilſt thro' the fierceſt troops, and thickeſt preſs, 
Virtue carries on ſucceſs; 
Whilſt equal heav'n guards the diſtinguiſht brave, 
OED TOE OE ee 
| 29) I 
Virtue to verſe immortal luftre gives, (/) 
Each by the other's mutual friendſhip lives : 
rea, ſuffer d and Achilles fought, - 
rr 
Or /irgils majeſty, and Homer's rage, 
Had ne er like laſting nature vanquiſh'd age: 
Whilſt Leruis then his rifing terror drowns, 
| — 
Whilſt hid in arm'd retreats and towns, 
From danger as from honour fa 
Fe bribes cloſe murder open war + | 
In vain you Gallic mules ſtrive 


With labour'd verſe to keep his fame alive; 


6 a ee ES 2 


r 
— öĩwõ cx 
= ret imbellis juvente 


timidogue tergo. 


. 72 Virtus repulle neſcia ride 
Intaminatis fulget honoribus 

Nec ponit aut ſumit ſecures 

 Avtitrio popularis aur æ. 


S reer 


1 
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Your mould' ring monuments in vain you raiſe 

On the weak baſis of the tyrant's praiſe : 

Vour ſongs are ſold, your. numbers are — 
Tis incenſe to an idol giv'n, 
Meat offer d to Prometheus man, 
e eee eee wy 

Againft his will you chain your fri hted 

On rapid Rhine 's divided bed ; , — 
And mock your hero, whilſt ye ſing 
The wounds for which he never bled ; 

Falſhood does poyſon on your praiſe diffaſe, 

And Lewis fear gives _ to "pom muſe. 

H 
On it's own worth true majeſty is rear'd, | 

And virtue is her own reward, 

With ſolid beams and native glory bright, 

She neither darkneſs dreads, nor covets light, 

True to her ſelf, and fix'd to inborn laws, 

Nor ſunk by ſpite, nor lifted by applauſe, 
She from her ſettl'd orb, looks calmly down, 
On life or death, a priſon or a crown. 5 

When bound in double chains poor Belgia hy, 
To foreign arms, and inward ftrife a prey, 
Whilſt, Oze Good Man buoy'd up her * ſtate, 
And virtue labour d againſt fate; | 
When fortune baſely with ambition join'd, 
And all was — but the 2 s mind ; 
| When ftorms let looſe, and 1 
- _ Juſt ready the torn veſſel to o'erwhelm, 
Poor d not the faithful pilot from his helm; 
Nor all the Syren ſongs of future peace, 

And dazling proſpect of a promis d crown, 
Cou' d lure his ſtubborn virtue down; 

Baut againſt charms, and threats, and hell, he ſtood 
I o0 that which was ſeverely good ; 

Then, had no trophies juſtify'd his fame, 

: No poet bleſs'd his ſong with Naſſau's name, 
Vuo.irtue alone did all that honour bring, 

| And heav'nas plainly pointed out the Ling, 
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As when he at the altar ſtood, 

In all his types and robes of pow'r, 
Whilſt at his feet religious Britain bow d, 
And own'd him next to what we there adore. 

IX. 

Say, joyful Maeve and Boyze's victorious flood, 
(For each has mixt his waves with royal blood) 
When Villiam's armies paſt, did he retire, 
Or view from far the battles diſtant fire? 
Could he believe his perſon was too dear ? 
Or uſe his greatneſs to conceal his fear ? 
Could pray'rs and ſighs the dauntleſs hero move? 
Arm'd with heav'ns juſtice and his people s love, 
Thro' the firſt waves he wing'd his vent'rous way, 
- And on the adverſe ſhore aroſe, 

(Ten thouſand flying deaths in vain oppoſe) 
Like the great ruler of the day, 


With ftrength and ſwiftneſs mounting from the ſea : 


Like him, all day he toil'd ; but long in night 
The god has eas'd his weary'd light, 
E're vengeance left the ſtubborn foes, 
Or William's labours found repoſe, 
When his treops falter'd * not he between 
Reſtor'd the dubious fi 
__ Mark'doutthe „ that durſt fly, 
And led the fainting brave to victory? 
Still as ſhe fled him, did he not o ertake 


Her doubtful courſe, ſtill brought her bleeding back? 


By his keen ſword did not the boldeſt fall? 

Was he not King, commander, ſoldier, all-- -? 

His dangers ſuch, as, with becoming dread, 

His ſubjects yet unborn ſhall weep to read, 

And were not thoſe the only days that e er 

| The pious prince refus'd to hear r 
His friends advices, or his ſubjects pray r. 

| X. 


Where-e'er old Rhine bis fruitful water turns, 
Or fills his vaſſal's tributary urns ; 

To Belgia's ſav'd dominions, and the =_ 
Whoſe W waves * in Wiliam's (way, 


Is 


Is 


Than any country, any age can boatt : 
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Is there a town where children are not taught, 
Here Holland proſper'd, for here Orange fought, 
Thro' rapid waters, and thro” flying fire: | 
«© Here ruſh'd the prince, here made whole France re- 
By diffrent nations be this valour bleſt, [ tire. ---4 
"In diff 'rent languages confeſt, 
And then let Shannon ſpeak the reſt : 
Let Shannon ſpeak, how on her wond'ring ſhore, 
When conqueſt hov'ring on his arms did wait, 
And only aſk'd ſome lives to bribe her o'er. 


: 
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The god? like man, the more than conqueror, 


With high contempt ſent back the ſpecious bait, 
And ſcorning glory at a price too great, | 
With ſo much pow'r ſuch piety did join, 
As made a perfect virtue ſoar 

A pitch unknown to man before, | 
And lifted Shannon's waves o'er thoſe of he 
„„ . as Y 
Nor do his ſubjects only ſhare 
The proſp' rous fruits of hi indulgent reign ; 
His enemies approve the pious war, 


Which, with their weapon, takes away their chain: 


More than his ſword, his goodneſs ftrikes his foes, 
They bleſs his arms, and ſigh they muſt oppoſe. 


, Juſtice and freedom on his conqueſts wait, 
And 'tis for man's delight that he is great: 


Succeeding times ſhall with long joy contend, 
If he were more a victor or a friend: 
So much his courage and his mercy ſtrive; 
He wounds to cure; and conquers, to forgive. 
S i on - 
Ye heroes, that have fought your country's cauſe, 


Redreſs'd her injuries, or form'd her laws, 
To my advent'rous ſong juſt witneſs bear, 
Aſſiſt the pious muſe, and hear her ſwear, 
That tis no poet's thought, no flight of ps 


ut ſolid ſtory, and ſevereſt truth, 
That William treaſures up a greater name, 


0 And 
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(g) And all that ancient ſtock of fame 
He did from his fore-father's take, 
He has improy'd, and gives with int'reſt back; 
And hi co {{ellation does unite 
Their ſcatter'd rays of fainter light : 
Above or envy's laſh, or fortune's wheel, 
That ſettl'd glory ſhall for ever dwell ; 
Above the rolling orbs and common ſky, 
Where nothing comes that e'er ſhall die. 
i 
Where roves the muſe ? where thoughtleſs to return, 
Ts her ſhort-liv'd veſſel born ? | 
By potent winds too ſubject to be toſt ? 
And in the ſea of William's praiſes loſt? 
Nor let her tempt that deep, nor make the ſhore, 
5 Where our abandon'd youth ſhe ſees, | 
Shipwreck'd in luxury, ad loſt in eaſe ; 
Whom not Britannia's danger can alarm, 
Nor William's exemplary virtue warm: 
Tell 'em howe'er, the king can yet forgive, 
Their guilty ſloth, their homage yet receive, 
And let their wounded honour live : 
But ſure and ſudden be their juſt remorſe ; 
Swift be their virtue's riſe, and ſtrong it's courſe ;. 
(+ (7 or tho? for certain years, and deſtin'd times, 
erit has lain confus'd with crimes ; 
Tho' Jove ſeem'd negligent of human cares, 
Nor ſcourg'd our follies, nor return'd our pray'rs, 
His juſtice now demands the ual ſcales, 
edition is ſuppreſs d, and truth prevails : 
Fate its t ends by ſlow degrees attains, 
— and Willem regs 


1 Fi ) Virtus recludens immeritis mori, 


Calum, negats tentat iter wid 

2 — vulgares & udam, 

| Spernit humum fugiente penna, 

> h) Spe dieſpiter 

Negle#us inceflo addidit integrum 
Raro antecedentem ſeeheſtum | 


_ Fon pede para claude. 


W. 


A 
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AN 
E PI S T L E 


T © 


8 ir Fleetwood Shephard, 


3 OY with firange ill faces, 
Were making legs, and begging places, 
And ſome with 3 ſome with merit, 
Tir'd out my good lord Dor ſet's ſpirit: 
232 ſtood, . the crew, 

much to ſpeak with you. 


| TR CO os, 


And footman brought out fifty lies; 
Till patience vext, and legs grown Weary, 


| I cho ht it was in vain to 


ary: 
Or did opine it might be better, 
By penny-poſt to ſend a letter. 


| Now, if you miſs of this epilile, 


I'm balk'd again, and may go whiſtle, 

My buſineſs, fir, y — y gueſs, 
2 

And fair pretenſions I have for't, | 

Much need, and very ſmall deſert. 

io Lack 6.2 don = 
wa al 

- How, * op whes kat, 
Gave me my learning, * 4 
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Aft for me, from my lord, things fitti 
Kind as I'd been your 3 A 3 * 
Confirm what formerly you've givn, 
Nor leave me now at fix and ſevens, 
As Sunderland has left Mun. Stephens. 
No family that takes a whelp, 
When firſt he laps and ſcarce can yelp, 
Negle&ts or turns him out of gate, 
When he's grown up to dog's eſtate ; 
No pariſh if they once adopt 
The ſpurious brats that ſtrowlers dropt, 
Leave em when grown up luſty fellows, 
To the wide world, that is, the gallows : 
No thank 'em for their love, that's worſe, 
Than if they'd throttl'd 'em at nurſe. 
My uncle, reſt his ſoul, when living, 
Might have contriv'd me ways of thriving 3 
Taught me with cyder to repleniſh 
My vaults or ebbing tide of rheniſh. 5 
So when for hock I drew prickt white-wine: 
Swear't had the flavour, and was right wine: 
Or ſent me with ten pounds to Furn 
Vall's inn, to ſome good rogue - attorne ; 
Where now by forging deeds and cheating, 
I'd found ſome handſome ways of getting. 
All this you made me quit to follow W 
That ſneaking whey-fac'd god Apollo. 
Sent me among a fidling crew 
Of folks, Tad never ſeen nor knew, 
Calliope, and god knows who. 
Too add no more invectives to it, 
Vou ſpail'd the youth to make a poet. 
In common juſtice, ſir, there's no man 
That makes the whore but keeps the woman. 
Among all honeſt chriſtian peoptfe 
Whoe er breaks limbs, maintains the cripple. 


The ſum of all 1 have to fay, 
Is, that you'd put me in ſome way, 
And your petitioner ſhall pray. 


r e 


] 
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There's one thing more I had almoſt {lipt, 
But they may do as well in poſt- ſcript; 
My friend Charles Montague s preferr'd, 
Nor would I have it long obſerv'd, | 
That one Mouſe eats while t'other's ſtarv'd. 


a 


ia Ti hk 8 


ON THE 


Modern Tranſlators. | 


Odi imitatores ſervum pecus, &c. 


"Ince the united cunning of the ſtage 
Has balk'd the hireling drudges of the age : 


Since Betterton of late ſo thrifty's grown, 
Revives old plays, or wiſely acts his own: 


Thumb'd Rider with a catalogue of rhimes, 

Makes the compleateſt poet of our times : 

Thoſe who with nine months toil had f. poil d a play, 
In hopes of eating at a full third day, 

Juſtly deſpairing longer to ſuſtain 

A craving ſtomach from an empty brain, 


. Have left ſtage practice, chang'd their old vocations, 


Attoning for bad plays, with worſe tranſlations ; 


And like old Szernbold, with laborious ſpite, 


Burleſque what nobler muſes better write; 
Thus while they for their cauſes only ſeem 


7 To change the channel, * 


89 | 
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So breaking vintners to increaſe their wine 
With nauſedus druys debauch the generous vine. 


So barren Gypfies for recruit are ſaid 
With ftrangers iſſue to maintain the trade ; 


But leſt the fairer bantling ſhould be known, 
A aars Jemacdandrendaheacheoo 


In the head of this gang to Fohn Dryden a 
But to ſave the ang... oy and leſſen his 1 
Join'd with a ſpark, whoſe title makes me civil, 
For Scandalum Magnatum is the devil; 
Such mighty thoughts from Ovid's letters flow, 
That the tranſlation i is a work for two; 
Who in one copy join'd, their ſhame have hown, 
Since Tatecould ſpoil ſo many, tho” alone: 
My lord I thought ſo generous would prove, 
To ſcorn a rival in affairs of love: 
But well he knew his teeming pangs were vain, 
Till midwife Dryden eas d his labouring brain: 
And that when part of Hudibras's horſe 
d on the other would not hang an arſe; 
So when fleet Fowler hears the joyful hollow, 
He drags his ſluggiſh mate, and tray muſt follow. 
But how could this learn'd brace employ their time ? 
One conftru'd ſure, while t other pump'd for rhime : 
Or it with theſe, as once at Rome, "> Havre : 
The Bibulus ſubſcribes to Cæſar's deeds : 
This from his 's acts enſure his name, 
Oh Sacred Thirſt of everlaſting fame 
That could defile thoſe well-cut nails with ink, 
And make his honour condeſcend to think : 
But what excuſe, what preface can attone 
For crimes which guilty Bayes has ſingly done ? 
| Bayes, whoſe Ro 6-25 ambuſcade injoin'd 
To be to vices which he practis'd kind, 
And ht the venom ＋ * Satire, 
To the ſafe innocence of a dull Tranſſator. 
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Bayes, who by all the club was thought moſt fit 8 
To violate the Mantuan Prophet's wit, e 

And more debauch what looſe 18 writ. f 
When I behold the rovings of his muſe, 

How ſoon 4ff;rian ointment ſhe would lofe 7 
For diamond buckles ſparkling at their ſhoes. © 
When Virgil's height is loſt, when Ovid _ 1 
And in heroicks Canace deplores | 8 
Her follies louder than her father roars, 


I'd let him take Almanxor for his theme; a 
In lofty verſe make Maximin blaſpheme, N 7 
Or ſing in ſofter airs St. Catharine's dream. 
Nay, I could hear him damn laft ages wit, 
And rail at excellence he ne'er could hit; 
His envy ſhould at powerſul Cowley rage, 
And baniſh ſenſe with Johnſon from the ftage : 
His ſacrilege ſhould plunder Shakefpear”s urn, 
With a dull prologue make the ghoſt return, 
To bear a ſecond death, and greater pain, 
While the fiend's words the oracle prophane. 
But when not ſatisfy'd with ſpoils at home, 
| The pyrate would to foreign borders roam; 
May he ſtill fplit on ſome unlucky coaft, 
And have his works or — loſt ! 
| That he may know what Roman Authors mean, 
O more than does our blind tranſlatreſs Behr. 


The female wit, who next convicted ſtands, 
Not for abuſing Ovid's verſe, but Sand“; 
She might have learn'd from the ill-borrow'd grace, 

(Which little helps the ruin of her face) 
That wit, like beauty, triumphs o'er the heart, 
When more of nature's ſeen, and leſs of art: 
Nor ftrive in Owvid*s letters to have ſhown 
As much of ſkill, as lewdneſs in her own. 
Then let her from the next inconſtant lover, 
Take a new copy for a ſecond rover: 
Deſcribe the cunning of a jilting whore, 

From the ill arts herſelf has us d before; 
Thus let her write, but * no more. 


And ſwear the early atheiſt for their own. 
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Rymer to Crambo privilege does claim, 
Not from the poet's genius, but his name; 
Which providence in contradiction meant, 
'Tho? he predeſtination could prevent, 
And with bold dulneſs tranſlate heav'ns intent. 
| Raſh man! we paid the adoration due, 
That ancient criticks were excell'd by you: 
Each little wit to your tribunal came 
To hear their doom, and to ſecure their fame : 
But for reſpect you ſervilely ſought praiſe, 


Slighted the umpire's palm to court the poet”s bays ; 


le wiſe reflections, and a grave diicourſe, 
Declin'd to Zoons à river for a hor/e, 
So diſcontented Pemberton withdrew, 
From ſleeping judges to the noiſy crew; 
Chang'd awful ermin for a ſervile gown, 
And to an humble fawning ſmooth'd his frown, 
The fimile will differ here indeed; 
You cannot verſify, though he can plead. 


To painful Creech my laſt advice deſcends, 
That he and learning would at length be friends; 
That he'd command his dreadful forces home, 
Nor be a ſecond Hannibal to Rome. Ls 
But fince no counſel his reſolves can bow ; 
Nor may thy fate, O Rome, reſiſt his vow ; 
Debarr'd from pens as lunaticks from ſwords, 
He ſhould be kept from waging war with words, 
Words which at firſt like atoms did advance 
To the juſt meaſure of a tuneful dance, 

And jumpt to form, as did his worlds, by Chance. 
This pleas'd the genius of the vicious town ; 
The wits confirm'd his labours with renown, - 


Had he ſtopt here but ruin'd by ſucceſs, 
With a new ſpawn he fill'd the burthen'd preſs, 
'Till as his vo... ne ſwell'd, his fame grew leſs. 
So merchants flatter'a ,.*th increaſing gain, 
Still tempt the falſhood of t.. doubtful main: 
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8o the firſt running of the lucky dice, 
Does eager bully to new bets entice ; 

*Till Fortune urges him to be undone, 

And Ames- Ace loſes what kind Sixes won. 
Witneſs this truth Lucretia's wretched fate, 
Which better have I heard my nurſe relate; 
The matron ſuffers violence again, 

Not Targuin's luſt ſo vile, as Creech's pen ; ; 


| | Witneſs thoſe heaps his midnight {tudies * 


Hoping to rival O :/by in praiſe: 

Both writ ſo much, ſo ill, a doubt might riſe, 
Which with moſt juſtice might deterve the prize; 
Had not the firſt the town with cuts appeas'd, 


And where the poem faild, the picture pleas'd. 


nnn nnn in 


"But will not plague your patience, nor my verſe; 


In long oblivion may they happy lie, 


And with their writings, may their folly die. 


Now, why ſhould we poor Ovid yet purſue, 


And make his very bock an exile too, 
In words more barb'rous than the place he knew 1 


If Virgil labour d not to be tranſlated, 
Why ſuffers he the only thing he hated ? 


| Had | he foreſeen ſome ill officious tongue, 
Wou'd in unequal ftrains blaſpheme his ſong ; ; 
Nor prayers, nor force, nor fame ſhou'd e er prevent 
The juſt performance of his wiſe intent: 


Smiling h' had ſeen his martyr'd work expire, 


Nor live to feel more cruel foes, than fire. 


Some fop in preface may thoſe thefts excuſe, 


That / irgil was the draught of Homer's muſe: 


That Har ace's by Pindar's lyre v was ſtrung, 


By the great image of whole voice he ſung. 
They found the maſs, tis true, but in their mould 


They purg'd the droſſy oar to current gold: 


. Mending their pattern, they eſcap'd the curſe; 
an they 1 not writ better, they'd writ war's. 


M 2 
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But when we bind the lyric up to rhime, 

And loſe the ſenſe to make the poem chime : 

When from their flocks we force Sicilian ſwains, 
To raviſh Milli- maids in our Engliſb plains ; 

And wand'ring authors, e're they touch our ſhore, 

Muſt like our locuſt Hugonots be poor; 

I'd bid th importing club their pains forbear, 

And traffick in our own, tho homely ware, | 
Whilſt from themſelves the honeſt vermin ſpin, 
I'd like the texture, tho? the web be thin; 

Nay, take Crown's plays, becauſe his own, for wit 

And praiſe what Durſey, not tranſlating, writ. 


3 


SATIRE upon the POE TS, 


9 =_ 


| I . 3 nt „„ 
£2 . ths vs »atin Pudiorum, &c. 


| 


. : 

A my endeavours, all my PR TOR depend 

On you the orphans, and the muſes friend ;. 

The only great good man, who will declare 

_ Virtue and verſe the object of his care; 

And prove a patron in the worſt of times, 
When hungry Bayes forſakes his empty rhimes, 
Beſeeching all _ Cath licks es | 
For a poor proſtitute which long did lie, 

Under the mortal fins of verſe, and hereſy. 

Shadwell, and ſtarving Tate I ceaſe to name, 

Poets of all religions are the fame : E 
Recanting 5 Bw = the tuneful ware, 

Which wiſer Smithfield damn'd to Sturbridge fair ; 
Proteſts his tragedies and libels fail 
To yield him paper, penny-loaves and ale, 

And bids our youth by his example fly 
be love of es, and poetry. 8 


i Imitai ion of the Seventh Salire of — 
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And all retreats except New-+all refuſe 
To ſhelter Durſey, and his jocky muſe ; 
There to the butler, and his grace's maid, 
He turns, like Homer, ſonneteer for bread ; 
Knows his juſt bounds, nor ever durſt aſpire 


Beyond the —— yum and kitchen fire. 


Is there a man to theſe exam ples blind, 
To clinking Numbers fatally Jef « $ 
Who by his parts would e meat and fame, 
And in new miſcellanies plant his name; 

Were my beard grown, the wretch I'd thus adviſe, 


| Repent, fond mortal, and be timely wiſe ; 
Take heed, nor be by guilded hopes betray'd, 


Clio's a jil, and Pegaſus a jade; 
By verſe you'll ſtarve: John Saul cou'd never ve, 
Unleſs the bellman made the poet thrive ; 


Go rather in ſome little ſhed by Pauls, 
Sell Chewy chaſe, or Baxter's ſalve for ſouls, 
Cry raree-ſhows, fell ballads, tranſcribe votes, 
Be Carr, or Keach, or any thing but Oates. 


Hold, fir, ſome bully of the muſes cries, 


Methinks you're more ſatyrical than wiſe; 
You rail at verſe indeed, but rail in rhime, | 


At once encourage, and condewn the crime. 


True, fir, I write and have a patron too, 
To whom my tributary ſongs are due ; 
Yet with your leave I'd honeſtly diſſuade 


Thoſe wretched men from Pindar's barren ſhade : 


Who tho” they fire their muſe, and rack their brains 


With bluſt' ring herces, and with piping ſwains, 


Can no great patient giving wan engage 
To fill their pockets, and their title-page. 


Were I, like theſe, 2 decreed 


By penny elegies to get my bread, 
Or want a meal, unleſs George Creom and 1 


Could —— for ar poetry, 


0 
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I'd damn my works to wrap up ſoap and cheeſe, 
Or furniſh ſquibs for city prentices 

To burn the pope, and celebrate queen Be/+. 


But on your ruin ſtubbornly purſue, 
Herd with the hungry little chiming crew, 
Obtain the empty title of a wit, 

And be at free · coſt noiſy in the pit; 

Print your dull poems, and before em place 

A crown of laurel, and a meagre face. 
And may juſt heav'n thy hated life prolong, 

Till thou, bleſt author, ſeeſt thy deathleis ſong, 
The duſty lumber of a Smithſeld fall, 

And find'ft thy picture ftarch'd *gainſt ſuburb wall, 
With Jenny Armſtrong, and the prodig 
And to compleat the curſe—— 
When age and poverty comes faſter on, 

And fad experience tells thou art undone. 
May no kind country grammar- ſchool afford 
Ten pounds a year to pay for bed and board; 
Till void of any fix'd employ, and now 
_ Grown uſeleſs to the army and the plow, 
You've no friend left, but truſting landlady, 
Who ſtows ou on hard truckle, garret high, 

To dream of thwss, and curſe poetry. 


Sir, I've a patron, you reply, tis true, 
Fortune and parts you ſay, may get one too : 
Why faith e' en try, write, flatter, dedicate, 
My lord's, and his forefathers deeds relate : 

Yet know he'll wiſel y ſtrive ten thouſand ways, 
To ſhun a needy poet's fulſome praiſe ; 
Nay, to avoid thy importunity, 
Neglect his ſtate, and condeſcend to be 
A poet, tho” perhaps a worſe than thee. 


"Thus from a patron he becomes a friend, 
Forgetting to reward, learns to commend ; 
Receives your twelve long months ſucceſsleſs toil, 
And talks of authors, energy, and fiyle ; 


— 


. 


” 


. 
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Damns the dull poems of the ſcribling town, 
Applauds your writings, and repeats his own, 
Þ Whilſt thou in complaiſance oblig'd, muſt fit 
| I' extol his judgment and admire his wit; 
And wrapt with his E/ay an poetry 
Swear Horace writ not half ſo ſtrong as he, 
But that were partial to antiquity. 
Yet this authentick peer perhaps ſcarce knows 
With jingling ſounds to tag inſipid proſe. 
And ſhould be by ſome honeſt * Mandy told, 
He'ad loſt his credit to ſecure his gold. 


LAW 


But if thou'rt bleſt enough to write a play, 
Without the hungry hopes of kind third day, 
And he believes that in thy dedication | 
Thoy'lt fix his name, not bargain for the ſtation, 

My lord his uſeleſs kindneſs then aſſures, 
And to the utmoſt of his pow'r he's yours ; 
How fine your plot, how exquiſite each ſcene! 
And play'd at court, would ſtrangely pleaſe the queen, 
And — may take his judgment <A for he N 
Knows the true ſpirit of good poetry; _ 
5 And might with equal judgment have put in 
b For poet laureat as lord Chamberlain. 
All this you ſee and know, yet ceaſe to ſhun ;. 
And ſeeing knowing ſtrive to be undone. 
So kidnapt dutcheſs once beyond Grawe/end, 
| Rejects the counſel of recalling friend ; 
| Is told the dreadful bondage ſhe muſt bear, 
| And ſees unable to avoid tne ſnare. 


So practis'd thief oft taken ne'er afraid, | 
Forgets the ſentence, and purſues the trade, 
2 Tho yet he almoſt feels the ſmoaking brand. 


T. R. ſtands freſh upon his hand, 
The author then, whoſe daring hopes would ſtrive 
With well-built verſe to keep his fame alive, 
And ſomething to poſterity preſent, 
That's very new and very excellent ; 


1 — EG 


The 


chief character in Mr. in ycherley's plain dealer. | 
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Something beyond the uncall'd drudging tribe, 
cribe ;- 


| Beyond what Bayes can write, or I 
Shou d in ſubſtantial happineſs abound, 


His mind with peace, his board with plenty crown'd, I 


No early duns ſhould break his learned reſt, 
No ſawcy cares his nobler thoughts moleſt, 
Only the God within ſhould ſhake his lab' ring breaſt, 
In vain we from our ſonneteers require, 
The height of Cowley's and Anacreons lyre. 
In vain we bid them fill the bowl, 
Large as their capacious ſoul, 
Who fince the king was crown'd ne'er taſted wine, 
But writ at fight, and knew not where to dine. 
In vain we bid dejected Sezzle hit 
The tragick flights of Shate/peor's tow'ring wit; 
Hen muſt miſs the mark, who's kept ſo low, 
He has not ſtrength enough to draw the bow: 
Sedly, indeed, and Rochefter might write 
For their own credit, and their friends delight, 
Shewing how far they cou'd the reſt outdo, 
As in their fortunes, in their writing too 
But ſhould drudge Dryden this Example take, 
And Abſaloms for empty glory make, 
He'd ſoon perceive his income ſcarce enough, 
"To feed his noftrils with inſpiring ſnuff ; 
Starving for meat, not ſurfeiting on praiſe, 
He'd find his brains as barren as his Bayes. 


| There was a time when Orway charm'd the ſtage, 
| Otxway the hope, the ſorrow of our age; 

When the full pit with pleas'd attention hung, 

Wrapt with each accent from Cafta/io's tongue. 

With what a laughter was his ſoldier read 


How mourn'd they when his Faſſier ſtruck, and bled 3 


Yet this beſt poet, tho* with ſo much eaſe, 5 
He never drew his pen but ſure to pleaſe; | 
Tho' lightning were leſs lively than his wit, 
And thunder- C aps leſs loud than thoſe o'thꝰ pit, 
He had ofs many wants much earlier dy'd, 
Had not kind banker Betterton ſupply d, 
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And took for pawn the embryo of a play, 
Till he cou'd pay himſelf the nexthird Day. 
Were Shakeſpear' s ſelf to live again he'd ne'er 
rate to a poet from a play”r. 
Now Carliſie in the new rais'd troop we ſee, 
And chatt'ring Mountfort in the chancery ; 
Mountfort how fit for politicks and law, 
That play'd ſo well fir Courtly and Fack Darv. 
Dance then attendance in ſlow Mzlzrave's hall, 
Read maps, or court the ſconces till he call ; 
One actors commendation ſhall do more 
Than patron now or merit heretofore. _ 
Some poets, I confeſs, the ſtage have fed, 
Who for half crowns are ſhown, for two pence read; 
But theſe not envy thou but imitate, = Of 
Much rather ftarve in Shadwells filent fate, | 
Than new vamp'd farces, and be damn'd with Tate. g 
For now no S:dneys will three hundred give, 
That needy Spenſer and his fame may live ; 
None of our new nobility will ſend | 
To the King $ Bench, 2 to his Bedlam friend. * 
| Chymiits and wnores = ” Buckingham were ied, 
Thoſe by their honeſt labours gain'd their bread ;. 
But he was never ſo expenſive yet, 
To keep a creature merely for his wit ; | 
And Cooler from Hall-Clifden ſcarce could have 
One grateful ſtone, to ſhew the world his grave. 
Pembroke lov'd tragedy, and did provide 
For butcher's "and for the whole bankſide, 
The bear was but dedicating Lee, 
Was thoughtto have a larger paunch than he. 
More I could ſay but care not much co meet 
A crab tree cudgel in a narrow ftreet. : 
Beſides, your yawning prompts me to give oer: 
| Yous Humble ſervant, fir, not one word more. 
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The End of the firſt Volume. 
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Juft Publiſh'd by C. Grierſon, at the King's 
Arms and Two Bibles in Eſſex-ſtreet. 


The World deſcribed : Or a nexv and correct Sett of Maps. Shewi 


the Kingdoms and States in all the known Parts of the Earth, with 


the principal Cities, and moſt conſiderable Towns in the World. 
Mberein the Errors of the ancient Geographers are corrected accord- 
ing to the lateſt Obſervations of Travellers, as communicated to the 
Royal Society of London, and the Royal Academy of Paris, by 
Herman Moll, .Geographer. Each Map it neatly engraved on 
Copper and printed on Two Sheets of Elephant-Paper ; ſo that the 
Scale rs large enough ts ſhew: the chief Cities and Towns, as well 
as Provinces, without appearing in the leaſt confus'd. And to ren- 
der theſe Maps the more acceptable, there is engraved on ſeveral of 
them what is moſt remarkable in thoſe Countries. 
I. THE World in two Hemiſpheres; ſhewing the groſs Errors of 
Monſieur Sanſon. On this Plate are engraved the Tract of 
Damphbier's Voyage round the World, the Repreſentations of ſeveral 
Planets, the Syſtems of Ptolemy and Copernicus, &c. | 
II. A Meapof the whole World, laid down on a Plane, according 
to Mercator”s Projection; ſhewing the Situation of the principal parts 


of the World, viz» the Oceans, Rivers, Ports, Capes, Mountains, 
Woods; alſo deſcribing the Trade-Winds, Monſoons, Variation of 


the Compaſs, Climates, &c. With the moſt remarkable Tracts of 


the bold Attempts which have been made to find out the North-E aff” 


and North-Weſt Paſſages. | 
III. Europe, with a Draught of the defign'd Communication be- 
_ tween the Rivers Volga and Tanais. f 


IV. Ala, in oh. ch are deſcribed by themſelves, the Helleſpont, . 


or the Streigbts of Conflantinople ; by Capt. Bamburg : Smyrna, with 
its Gulf; Bombay and Salſet Iſlands, Hugly River, &c. 

V. The Eaft-Indies, and the adjacent countries, with their Settle- 

ments, Factories, and Territories ; explaining what belongs to Eng- 

land, Spain, France, Holland, Denmark, Portugal, &c. With 

many Remarks not extant in any other Map. This Map is decorat- 

ed with the Proſpects of Goa and Surat. The Plans of Fort St. 


Serge, and the City of Maderas ; alſo the Plans of Bantam, and 


Batavia. Fa | h 

VI. Africa, with all the Eu: Settlements ; the Proſpects of 
the Cape of good Hope, the Fort of Good Hope; of Cape-Coaft Caſtle, 
on the Gold Coaſt of Guinea; James Fort on the Iſland of St. Helena, 
c. Alſo a Tract that ſhews a good Courſe of Sailing from Great- 
Britain to the Eaft-Indies, in the Spring and Fall. 

VII. North- America, with the Harbours of Boſton, St. Fobn, 
Port- Royal and Carthagena, &c. and Capt. Fames's and Capt. Hud- 
fon's Trat of Sailing from Great-Britain to this Part of the World, 
in ſearch of new Diſcoveries; alſo a View of the Stage, and the 


Manner of fiſhing for, Curing, and Drying Cod at Newfoundland. | 


vin. 
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VIII. The Dominion: f the K ng of Crest-Hrit is, en the 
Cont:nent of North Amricu;, ain hf Iewfundiand, New 
Scotiand, New En lande New Yours, Aer " Jerſey, Den l luunia, 


— 


Maryland, Vir ini. d C... rr anne with View of 
, F 
Catar acts of Nav „rd, 314% manner ot this Koaverc wo re ao E mak - 
ing their Htitat | 
IX. The Forth F ar: : WP. Art Ts Anden Eine Nair 89 28 una, 
Miſt ſipi, Canara and . Franco wit ty lr adhCning Territories 
of En, land and Pan, 3-1 Mio: 1 Ornamened with a Vioipect of 


the indian Fr. Solguelabar + 

X. The Wejt- Indice, or he iſlands of Amertca un the North-Sea, 
with the adjac-nt Cuuntric. belong, to 4 Tarn, En lansz, France, 
Holland, &c. Alio the Trid Wine . ar? rhe (everai Tracts made 


oy dy the Calleons and Flxg ty n i 7 acc. Alſo a Viewof the 


City of Mexico in Jeu g rin. 
XI. Scuth- America, with a Proſpect of Mount Fete, and a be- 


ſeription of the Mines. 


XII. A new and exact Map of the Coaſts, Countries, and Iſlands, 
within the Limits of th: Scutb- Sea Company, frem the 'River | 
Hrancea, to Terra del Fue o; and trum thence through the South= 
Sea to the North Part of California, &c. with a view of the Ge- 
neral and coaſting Trad:-Winds. A particular Draught of the moſt 


important Bays, Ports, @&c. 


XIII. Muſcovuy, Poland, Pruſſia, Little Tart ary, and the Black 
Sea; with a view of the River Wolga, &c. i 
XIV. Denmark and Sweden, with a Deſeriptien of the Religion 
and Cuſtoms of the Laplanders, and ſeveral curious Draughts of 


their Habits and Manner of Living, &c. 


XV. Great- Britain according to the neweſt and moſt exact Obſer- 


vations. 


XVI. The Sozth Part of Great-Britain, called Englan4 and | 
Wales, containing all the Cities, Market-Towns, Burroughs, and 


vrhatever Places have the Election of Members of Parliament and the 


names of the Rivers, Sea Ports, Sands, Hills, Moors, Foreſts, Cc. 
All the great or Poſt Roads, and principal Croſs Roads, Sc. With 
the computed Miles from Town to Town, and all the P.ſt Towns, 


as they are at preſent regulated by the Poſt-Maſter-General : With 


Tables for the eaſier finding out any Place in the Map, the Dryson 
which their Markets are kept, the Number of Members they ſend 


to Parliament, their Bearings from London, and their Diſtances in 


computed and meaſured Miles. | 
XVII. North Part of Great-Britain called Scotland, with confi- 
derable Improvements and many remarks not yet extant in any other 
Map; alio the Views of Edisburgb, Glaſgow, St. Andrews, Ster- 
ling, Mentroſs, and ſeveral other Places. 

XVIII. Ireland, divided into its Provinces, Counties, and Baro- 


_ nies, wherein are diſtinguiſhed all its Bifſhopricks, Boroughs, Bar- 


racks, Bogs, Paſſes, Bridges, &c. With the principal Roads, and 
eommon reputed Miles, alſo the Plans of —— cs ay 


Gimerich, 93 
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XIX. Germany, Hungary, Tranſiluania, and the Swiſs-Cantons ; 
with a View of the general Diet of the Empire, and many curious 
Remarks. 

XX. The Eleforate of Brunſwick, Lunenburgh, and the reſt of 

the King's Dominions in Germany, 
XXI. The United Provinces of the Netherlands, with all the 
Villages, Roads, &c. Alſo the Proſpects of Amferdam, Rotterdam, 
Midleburgh, Utrecht, Groninghen, the late King William's Palace 
called T Loo; a Tract of Part of the Coaſts, Sands, and Banks 
- the South Part of England and Holland, with the Depths of 
| ater. 

XXII. Flanders, or the Auſtrian Netherlands, &c. done after the 
new Survey of H. Friez. or Bruſſels Map of 21 Sheets, con- 


| taining all the Towns, Villages, Abbies, Monafteries, &c. through- 
out all theſe Provinces; with a Plan of all manner of Works uſed 


in Fortification; with the Method of an Attack. 

XXII. France, with the Poſt- Roads, and computed Leagues 
from Town to Town, and an alphabetical Table of the principal 

Towns of France, &c. and their Diſtances in Leagues from Paris, 

and the Places marked where Battles have been fought by the Engliſb 

with the Dates of the Years. 

XXIV. Spain, and Portugal, devided into its Kingdoms and 
Principalities, deſcribing the principal Roads, &c. with the 
Places mark'd where Battles have been fought by * Engliſh, and 
the De tes of the Years. 


XXV. Tray, diſtinguiſhing all the Sovereignties in it, whether 
States, Kingdoms, Dutchies, Principalities, Republicks, Sc. with 
the Poſt-Roads, Sc. Alſo the Proſpects of the two burning 


Mounts tna and Veſuvius, with the Deſcriptions of them. 
XXVI. The upper part of Italy, containing the Principality of 


Piedmont, the Dutchies of Savoy, Milan, Parma, Mantua, Mo= | 
dena, Tuſcany ; the Dominions of the Pope, the Republicks of 
Fenice, enca, Lucca, &c. This Map is ornamented with a Proſpect 
of Leghorn. The Plans of the Fortifications of Rome, Florena, 


Modena, Parma, Placenza, Genoa, Turin, Milan, Civita, Vece 
chia. &c. 

XXVII. The Turkiſh Empire in Europe, Aſia, and Africa, a- 
vided into all its Governments, together with the other Territories 
that are Tributaries to it; as alſo the Dominions of the Emperor 
of Morocco. With a Draught of the City of Feruſalem, as at pre- 


ſent, after Carneille le * the Holy Sepulchre, the Proſpects of 


Conflantinople, Smyrna, &c. 

XXVII. An Hiftorical Map of the Roman Empire, and the 
neighbouring Nations, &c. 

Alſo a compleat Set of Sir William Perty's Maps of the ſeveral 
Provinces and diftin& Countries, being Thirty fix Maps, all from 
| his own original Plates. 

A alſo, A krge Map of the Kingdom of Ireland, newly correct 


ed and improved by actual Obſervations, divided into its Provinces, 
Baronies. | 
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EE Favourers of the Hind and Panther wil / 
be apt to (ay in its Deſence, that the beſt Things 
are capable of being turned to ridicule; tha 

Homer has been Burleſqued, and Virgil Traveſted with- 
out ſuffering any thing in their Reputation from that Buf- 
 foonery; and that in like Manner, the Hind and Pan- 
ther may be an exact Poem, tho' it is the Subject of our Rail- 
lery : But there is this difference, that thoſe Authors were 
wreſied from their true Senſe, and this naturally falls in- 
to Ridicule ; there is nothing repreſented hare as monſtrous 
and unnatural, which is not equally ſo in the Original. 

Firſt as to the general Deſien, is it not as eaſy to imagine 

two Mice bilking Coachmen, and ſupping at the Devil; 

as to ſupboſe a Hind entertaining the Panther at a Here 
mit's Cell, diſcuſſing the greateſt Myſteries of Religion, and 
telling you her ſon Rodriguez wrore very good Spaniſh ? 

What can be more improbable and ccntradiffory to the 

Rules and Examples of all Fables, and to the very deſign 

and uſe of them ? They were firſt begun and raiſed to the 
hig heſt perfection in the Eaſtern Countries; where they were 
wrote in Signs and ſpoke in Parables, and deliver'd the moſt 
ufeful Precepts in delightful Stories, which for their apt- 
neſs were entertaining to the moſs judicious, and led the 
Vulgar into underſtanding by ſurprizing them with their 
Novelty, and fixing their Attention, All their Fables 


* The References in this Critique, are made to the Ori- | 
ginal Quarto Edition of be Hind and Panther. | 
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carry a double meaning; the Story is one and entirt; the 
Characters the |ame throughout, not broken or changed, and 
always conformable to the Nature of the Creatures they 
ntroduce. 1hey never tell you that the Dog which ſnapt 
at a Shadow loſt his Troop of Horſc, that woull be un- 
intelligible; a piece of Heh is proper for him to drop, and 
the Reader will apply it to Mankind; they would not ſay 
that the Daw who was ſo proud of her borrowed Plumes 
lookt very ridiculous when Rodriguez came and took aw 


All the Bookbut the 17th, 24th, and 2 th Chapters, which 
he ſtole from him, But this is his new way of telling a 
Story, and confounding the Moral and the Fable together. 


Before the Word was written, ſaid the Hind, Our Sa- 


 viour Preach'd the Faith to all Mankind, 
bat relation has the Hind to our Saviour ? or what. 


not ion have we of a Panther's Bible? If you ſay he means 


_ the Church, how does the Church feed on Lawns, or range 
in theForeſt? Let it le always a Church, or always the 
cloven - footed Beaſt, for we cannot bear his ſhifting the 


Scene every Line. 1f it is abſurd in Comedies to make 


a Peaſant talk in the Strain of a Hero, or 4 Country- 


Wench uſe the I anguage of the Court; how monſtrous is 
it to make a Prieſt of a Hind, and a Parſon of a Panther: 
to bring them in diſputing with all the Formalities and 
Ter ms of the Schools? Tho as to the Arguments themſelves 
theſe we confeſs, are ſuited to the Capacity of the Beaſts, 
and. if we would ſuppoſe a Hind expreſſing her ſelf about 


theſe Matters, ſhe would talk at that Rate. 

At to the Abſurdityof his Expreſſions, there is nothing 
dure ſted to make them ridiculous, the Terms are ſometimes 
altered to make the Blunder more viſible; Knowledge miſ. 


underſtood, is not at all bei ter Senſe than Underſtanding 


' miſunderſtood, tho? it is conſeſt the Author can play with 
Words ſo well, that this and twenty ſuch will paſs off at 
4 ſlight reading. 8 


There are other Miſtakes which could not he brought in, 


for they were too groſs for Bayes himſelf 10 commit. It is 


to conceive how any Man could cenſure the Turks for | 


_ Gluttony, @ People that debauch in Coffee, are voluptu- 


4 ina Meſs of Rice, and keep the ſtricteſt Lent, with- 
e on 


to ſacrifice his darling Fame, and to do it, effeftua 


_ | Ibidp.g2. p. 8 + Pref. Hind. Pan. 4 p. 87. 
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out the Pleaſures of a Carnival to encourage them. But 
it is almoſt impoſſible to think that any Man who had not 
renounced his Senſes, ſhould read Duncomb for Allen. * He 
had been told that Mr. Allen had written a Diſcourſe of 
Humility ; to which he wiſely anſwers, that that mag- 
nified Piece of Duncomb's was tranſlated from the Spa- 
niſh of Rodriguez; and to ſet it beyond diſpute, makes the 
Infallible Guide|| affirm ihe ſame thing. There are few 
miſlakes, but ane may imagine how a Man fell into them, 
or at leaſt what he aimed at; but what likeneſs is there 
between Duncomb and Allen! do they ſo much as Rhime ? 
We may have this comfort under the Severity of his Sa- 
tire, to ſee his Abilities equally leſſened with his Opinion 
of us; and that he could not be a fit Champion againſt the 
Panther ill he had laid aſide all his Fudgment. But we 
muſt applaud his Obedience to his new Mother Hind ; ſhe 
Diſciplined him ſeverely, ſhe commanded him, it 2 
ly, he 
publiſhed this learned Piece. This is the favourable Con- 
firudion we would put on his Faults, tho" he takes care to 
inform us, that it was done from no Impoſition, but out of 


à natural propenſity he has to Malice, and à particular 
Inclination of doing Miſchief. What elſe could provoke 


him to libel the Court, blaſpheme Kings, abuſe the whole 
Scotch Nation, I rail at the greateſt Part of his own, 
and lay all the Indignities imaginable on the only eſtabliſh- 
ed Religion? f And awe muſt now congratulate him in 
this Felicity, that there is no Sed or Denomination of Chriſ- 
tians, auhom he has not abuſed. 
Thus far his arms have with Succeſs been crown'd. 
Let Turks, Jews and Infidels laok to themſelves, he 


bas already begun the War upon them. When once a 


Congneror grows thus dreadful, it is the Intereſt of all his 
Neighbours to oppoſe him, for there is no Alliance to be 
made with one that will face about, and deſtray his Friends, 
and like a ſecond Almanzor change fides meerly to keep his 


Hand in uſe. This Heroic Temper of his has created bim 


* Difference betwixt a Proteſtant and Socinian, p. 62. 
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ine Enemies, that did by no means affect Hoſtility: and 
he may obſerve this Candor in the Management, that nono 
of his Works are concerned in theſe Papers, but his laft 
Piece; and I believe he is ſenfible this is a Fawour. 
_ "was not ambitious of laughing at any Perſuaſion, or making 
Religion the Subject of ſuch a Trifle ;ſo that no Man is here 
concerned, but the Author himſelf, and nothing ridiculed 
Gut his way of arguing. | 
. But, Gentlemen, if you will not take it fo, you muſt 
grant my Excuſe is more reaſenable than our Author's 1% 
the Diflenters. © e 
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To the STOR Y of the 


CounTRyYandtheCiTy Mouse, 


— 
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SCENE the Devil-Tavern in Fleet-ſtreet. 


Bayes, Fohnſon, Smith. 1 
Jobrſ.FF A H! my old Friend Mr. Bayes, what lucky 
chance has thrown me apon you ? Dear 
Rogue, let me embrace thee. 
Bayes. Hold, at your Peril, Sir, ſtand off and come 
not within my Sword's Point, tor if you are not com- 


| over to the Royal Party, I expect * Joe war, nar 


Fair quarter from you.* 
Fohnſ. How, draw upon your Friend! and aſſault 


your old Acquaintance ? O'my Conſeiexce my n 
were © honourable. 


* * to Hind ond "POR p · 1. 


N 4 „ 


Conſcience before I truſt it, for if it be not of the Stamp 


7 with mine, 'gad I may be knockt down for all your fair 


Promiſes. * 


Smith. Nay, prithee Bayes, what damn'd Villany haſt 


thou been about, that thou art under theſe 2 
ons ? upon my Honour I'm thy Friend yet thou lookeſt 
as ſneaking and fight, as a ny that has been worry- 
S 
wy Ay Sir, The Nation is in too high a ferment for 
me to expect any mercy, or I'gad, to truſt any body. + 
Smith. But why this tous, my old friend, who you 


know never trouble our Heads with national Concerns, 


till the third Bottle has taught us as much of Politics, as 
the next does of Religion ? 


Bayes. Ah Gentlemen, leave this Prophaneneſs, I am 
altered fince you ſaw me, and cannot bear this looſe talle 


now, Mr. Fohn/on, you are a Man of Parts, let me de- 


| fire you to read the Guide of Controverſy ; and Mr. Smith, 
I would recommend to you the Confiderations on the Crane 


cil f Trent, and ſo 1 your humble Servant. —— 


Feb Nay Faith, we won't part ſo : believe us we | 


are both your Friends; let us ſtep to the Rgſe for one 
| 5 . 
Bayes. I ever took you to be Men of Honour, and 
Ws your ſakes I will tranſgreſs as far as one Pint. 
Toba; Well, Mr. Bayes, many a merry bout have 
we had in this Houſe, and ſhall have again, I hope : 
Come, what Wine are you for? 


* 1 Gentlemen, do you as you pleaſe, for my 
wg ny mea fingle Pint of any 
Pn. How ſo, Mr. Bayes, have you loſt Your Pa- 


late? you have been more curious. 
Bayes. True, I have fo, but Sen/es muſt be ſlar ved that 


the ſou! may be gratiſed. Men of your R make 


* Pref. b. + . Ibid. f p. 5. 
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the /en/es the ſupreme Fudge“, and therefore bribe * em 
high, but we have laid both the uſe and pleaſure of 'em 


_ aſide. 


Smith. What, is not there * g and drinkin 
on both ſides? you make the Eee 


thought it. 
Bayes. No, no, whenever you j a fat Roſy-colour'd 


Fellow, take i it from me, he is either a Proteſtant or a 
Turk. 


Fohn/. At that rate, Mr. How, one might ſuſpect 
your Converſion; methinks thou haſt as much the face 
of an Heretick as ever I ſaw. 

Bayes. Such was I, ſuch by nature flill I am. But I 
hope ere long I ſhall have drawn this pamper d Paunch 


fitter for the trait Gate. 
Smith. Sure, Sir, you are in ill Hands, your Confeſ- 


| ſor gives you more ſevere rules than he practiſes; for not 
long ago a fat Friar was thought a true Character. 


| Bayes. Things were er to me: I confeſs 


I have been unfortunate in ſome of my Writings ; but 
| fince you have put me upon that ſubject, I'll ſhew you 
a thing I have in my Pocket ſhall wipe off all that, or I 


am miſtaken. 


Smith. Come, now thou art like thy ſelf againg Here's 
the King's Health to the. Communicate. N i” 
| Bayes, Well, Gentlemen, here it is, and Iwill be bold 


to ſay, the exacteſt Piece the World ever ſaw, a Nun 


Pareillo I'faith. But I muſt beſpeak your pargons if it 
reflects any thing upon your Perſuaſion. 
Fobn/. Uſe your Liberty, Sir, you know we are no 


Bizots. 


Bayes. Why then you ſhall ſee me lay the Reformation 


on its back, I'gad, — juſtify our Religion by che Way 


of Fable. f 
Jobnſ. An apt Contrivance indeed! what do you make 


a Fable of your Religion? 
Bayes. Ay I'gad, and without Morali too; for I tread. 


in no Man's Steps; and to ſhew vou how far I can out- 


® 21. | 7 f. hin +2 5 | 
| 6 * J do 
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do any thing that ever was writ in this kind, I have 
taken Horace's deſign, but I' gad, have ſo outdone him, 


- ſhall be aſhamed for your o/4 Friend. You remem- 


in him the Story of the Country-Mouſe, and the City- 
Mou/e ; what a plain ſimple thing it is, it has no more 
Life and Spirit in it, I'gad, than a Hobby-horſe ; and 


| his Mice talk fo meanly, ſuch common ſtuff, ſo like mere 


Mice, that I wonder it has pleaſed the World ſo long. 


But now will I undeceive Mankind, and teach them to 


heighten, and elevate a Fable. I will bring you in the 
very ſame Mice diſputing the depth of Phile/ophy, ſearch- 
ing into the Fundamentals of Religion, quoting Texts, 
Fathers, Councils, and all that I'gad, as you ſhall ſee ei- 
ther of them could eaſily make an Aſs of a Country Vi- 
car. Now whereas Horace keeps to the dry naked Story, 
I have more Copiouſneſs than to do that, I'gad. Here, 


I draw you general Characters, and deſcribe all the 
| Beaſts of the Creation: there, I lanch out into long Di- 
 greffions, and leave my Mice for twenty pages together, 


then I fall into Raptures, and make the fineſt Solilogues, 


as would raviſh you. Won't this do, think you ? 


John). Faith, Sir, I don't well conceive you; all this 
mhout we Mee? III - . 

Bayes. Ay, why not? Is it not great and heroical? but 
come, you'll underſtand it better when you hear it; and 
pray be as ſevere as you can, I'gad I defy all Criticks. 


4 milk-wwhite Mouſe immortal and unchang' 


Fed on ſoft Cheeſe, and o'er the Dairy rang 4; 
Without unſpotted ; innocent within, 


. She ftar'd no Danger, for ſhe knew no Ginn. 1. 


Fobn/. Methinks, Mr. Bayes, ſoft Cheeſe is a little too 
coarſe Diet for an immortal Mouſe ; were there any ne- 
ceſſity for her eating, you ſhould have conſulted Homer 


for ſome Celeſtial Prowifion. 


Bayer. Faith, Gentlemen, I did ſo ; but indeed I have 
not the Latin one, which I have marked by me, and 
could not readily find it in the Original. _ . 


Dr * a 
* 


Not ſo her 
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Yet had ſbe oft been ſcar'd by bloody Claws P» 1. 
Of winged Owls, and ſtern Grimalkin's Paws 
Aim'd at her deſtin d Head, which made her fy, p. 2, 


Tho' ſhe was doom'd to Death, and faves not to die. 


Smith. How came ſhe that frared no Danger i in the 
Line before, to be ſcared in this, Mr. Bayes 
Bayes. Why then you may have it chasdif you will; 


for I hope a Man may run away without being aftacd. | 
mayn't he? 


Fohn/. But pray give me leave; how was She doomed 
to Death, if She was fated not to die? are not doom and 
Fate much the ſame thing ? 

Bayes. Nay, Gentlemen, if you * my ſkill in the 


guage, I am your humble Servant; the Rogues the 
Criticks, that will allow me nothing elſe, give me that; 
ſure I that made the Word, know beft what I meant by 


it; I aſſure you, doom'd and fated are ons different 
Things. 

Smith. Faith, Mr. Bayer, if you were WET to be 
hanged, whatever you were fated to, 'twould give you 
but ſmall Comfort. | 
| Bayes. Never trouble your head with that, Mr. Smith, 
mind the buſineſs in hand. | 


; their Linſy-woolſy line, p- 8. 
Was Her s make, half human, * Divine. 


| Smith, Certainly theſe Heroes, half Human, half Di- 
wine, have ve little of the Meu/e their Mother. 
Bayes. Gadfokers ! Mr. Jobnſon, does your Friend 


think I mean nothing but a Mauſe by all this? I tell thee, 
Man, I mean a Church, and theſe young Gentlemen her 


Sons, ſignify Priefts, Martyrs, and Confeſſors, that were 


| bang d in Oates's Plot. There's an excellent Latin Sen- 


tence, which I had a mind to bring in, Sang ais Marty- | 


rum ſemen eccle tf, and 1 hin have not wronged 1 it in 


the Tranſlation. 
Of 
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Of theſe e fable J Army lay in Blood, p. 2» 


p/e ſanguine Seed increas'd the ſacred Brood; 

She multi ply'd by theſe, now rang'd alone, | 
And wander d in the Kingdoms once her own. p. 3. 
3 Was ſhe alone when the foered Breed waas i in- 

ereaſed? 


Bayes, Why thy Head's running on the Mou/e 

but R a burch may be alone, though ——— 

be increaſed, mayn't it? 
Jobnſ. Certainly, Mr. Bayer, a Church which is a 

diffuſsue Body of Men, can much leſs be ſaid to be alone. 
Bayes. But are you really of that opinion ? Take it 

from me, Mr. 'Foh»ſon, you are wrong; however to ob 

lige you, I'll clap in ſome Simile or other, about the 


Clilaren of 1/rael, and it ſhall do. 
Smith. Will you pardon me one Word more. Mr. : 


| Bayes? What could the Mou/e (for I ſuppoſe you mean 
her now) do more than range in the Kingdoms, when they 


were her own ? 
Bayes. Do? why ſhereigned? had a Diadem, Sceptre, 


and Ball, "ill they depos her. 
Smith. Now her Sons are fo increas creas'd, She may try 


hy lg orb 
5 I'gad, and ſo ſhe may before I have done with 


| Her; it has coſt me ſome pains to clear her Title. Well 
but mum for that, Mr. Smith. 


The common hunt, She tim'rouſl the; p- 3. 
For they made tame, di/dain'd ber Company; 
 Theygrinn'd, She in a Fright tript o'er the Green, 
For She was ld, wherever She was ſeen. 


Fob. Well ſaid, little Bayes, I faith the Critick muſt 
have a great deal of leiſure, that attacks thoſe Verſes. 

Bayes. Pgad, PII warrant who Cer he is offender 
ſolide ; but I go on. 


A 5. 3. 
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Snmitb. Who i is that, Mr. Bayes ? 
Bayes. Why a Bear : Po, is not that obvious enough 


In Groans her hate expreſs. 


Which, I' is very natural to that Animal. Well! 
there's for e Independent : Now the Quaker ; what do 
you think I call him! 
Smith. Why, A Bull, for aught I know. 
| Bayes, A A Bull! O Lord! A Bull! no, no, ahare, a 
ng hare, Armarillis, becauſe ſhe wears A 
mour, tis the ſame Figure; and I am proud to ſay it, 
Mr. Fohn/on, no man knows how to pur in Heroicks but 
my ſelf, well you. ſhall hear. 


She t, and reaſon good, 3 bare, 
Her Foe, becauſe ſhe would not favear, 55 | 
4 profe 9% d neutrality. p-. 3. 


Jobnſ. A ſhrewd Reaſon or, Mr. Bayes; but what 
Wars * 8 0 


two or three ſuch fine NE TRY — 
the Lion's Peace was d till fifty pages after, tho? 
twas really done before T had finiſh'd my * | 
Next her, the Buftorn Ape his body bent, p. 3. 
Aud paid at Church a Courtier's Compliment. 

That galls ſome where ; I gad I can't leave it of, tho 
I were cudgelled every day tor it. 
The br d Baptiſt Boar, impure as be. 6 

Smith. As who, | 


Jil, 1 As the Courtier, let em e'en take it as 
will, I'gad, I ſeldom come amongſt 'cm. p.86. 


Wat 
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Was whiten'd with the Fram Sanctity. p. 10. 


pricks up. Now in one Word will 1 abuſe the 
whole Party moſt damnably aud pricks up. 


Ears. Pr'ythee, Mr. 7ohn/on, remember little Bayer, 
— next you ſee a Preſbyterian, and take notice if he 
has not Predeſtination in the Shape of his Far : I have 


| Ears, Fgad, there's ne'er a Profbyterian ſhall dare ſhew 


Ce. 


| Smith Pray, Mr. Bayes, if any of 'em ſhould come 
over to the Royal Party, would their Ears alter? 


Bayes. Would they? Ay, I'gad, they would ſhed their 


I have; mind this Ear, this is a true Roman Ear, 


mine are much Changed for the better within theſe two 
Years. 


vou might loſe em, for what may change may fall. 
e, Mind, mind . : 


JF Smith. Thoſe, I ſuppoſe, are ſome Out- landiſh Reafts, 


I am warmed, I'gad, you ſhall hear me call em Doctor: 
You ſhall hear how I go on now. 


Or elſe reforming Crab ſpawn'd this CH. 
| When opening Earth made way for ad to Lali. p. 11. 


| Job For all, Mr. Bayes ? 
® P. 39. Bayes, 


The Wolf with Belly- -gaunt his rough crefl rears, And , 


I'gad gad.. I am ſure you'll — Predeſtinat- I | 


ſtudied Men fo long, I'Il undertake to know an Armi- 
nian, by the ſetting of his Wi w His Predeftinating 


his Head. without a Border : PE * em to that ex- 


Fanaticals Lugs, and have juſt ſuch well- turned Ear: as 


Smith. Then if ever the Party ſhould chance to fail | 


The/e fieryZuinglians, _ meagre Calvin bred. P. 11. 


„ good Miſtake ! Why, they were the 
chief Reformers, but here I put em in ſo bad Company 
becauſe they were Enemies to my Mou/e ; and anon when 


Captains, Horſes, and Horſemen®, in the very ſame — * 


they ſculk off, and you hear no more of em. 
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Bayes. Yes, They are a/lloft there, but ſome of em 
were thrown up again at the Lemain-Lake : as a Catho- 


lick Queen ſunk at Charing-Cro/5, and roſe again at 


Aucenbitb. 


The Fox and he came ſhuffling in the Dark, | 
If ever they were ſlow'd in Noah's Ark. 5 


Here I put a Query, whether there were any Sociniane 
before the Flood, which I'm not very well ſatisfied in; 


I have been lately apt to believe that the World was 


drowned for that Here; which, among Friends, made 
me leave it. | | | 


Duicken'd with Fire below, theſe Monſters breed 
In Fenny Holland, and in fruitful Tweed. 8 220 


Now to write ſomething new and out of the way, 


| elevate and ſurpriſe, and all that, I fetch you ſee, this 


Duickening Fire from the Bottom of Boggs and Rivers. 
Fohn/. Why, Faith, that's as ingenious a Contrivance 
as the Virtuoſes making a Burning-glaſs of Ice. 
Bayes. Why was there ever any ſuch thing ? Let me 
periſh if ever I heard of it. The fancy was ſheer-new 
to me; and I thought no Man had reconciled thoſe Ele- 
ments but my ſelf. Well, Gentlemen! Thus far I have 
followed Antiquity, and as Homer has number'd his 


Ships ſo I have ranged my Beaſts. Here is my Boar 


and my Bear, and my Fox, and my Vol, and the reſt 
of *em, all againſt my mow Mouſe. Now what do you 


think I do with all theſe ? 


Smith. Faith I don't know, I ſuppoſe you make em 
_ Fight! T'gad I'd as ſoon make em dance. No, I 
do no earthly thing with em, nothing at all, I'gad : 
J think they have played their Parts ſufficiently already ;. 
I have walked 'em out, ſhewed em to the Company, 
and raiſed your Expectation. And now whilſt you hope 
to ſee *em baited, and are dreaming of Blood and Battles, 


— 


| Smiths 


— 
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Smith. Why, Faith, Mr. Bayes, now you have been 
at ſuch Expence in ſetting forth their Characters, it had 
been too much to have gone thro' with em. 

Bayes. I'gad, ſo it had: and then I tell you another 
thing, tis not ev'ry one that reads a Poem thro'. And 
therefore J fill the firſt Part with Flowers, Figures, fine 


„aud all that; and then, I'gad, fink by de- 


grees, till at laſt I write but little better than other Peo- 
ple. And whereas moſt Authors creep ſerwilely after the 
old Fellows, and ſtrive to grow upon their Readers: I 


take another Courſe, I bring in all my Characters toge- 
ther, and let em ſee I could go on with em; but I'gad 


I won't. . 
Fohn/. Could go on with em, Mr. Bayes! there's no 


y doubts that! You have a moſt particular Genius 


that way 


Bayes. Oh! Dear Sir, You are mightily obliging but 


I muſt needs ſay at a Fable or an Emblem, I think no 


Man comes near me, indeed I have ſtudied it more than 


any Man. Did you ever take notice, Mr. Jobnſan, of 


à little thing that has taken mightily about Town, a Caz 


with a Tophnet? 
FJuabnſ. Faith, Sir, tis mighty pretty, I ſaw it at the 
Ceffre- bouſe. N 

ayes. Tis a Trifle hardly worth owning; I was tother 
at Wills throwing out ſomething of that Nature; 
| Tgad, the Hint was taken, and out came that Pic- 
ture; indeed the poor fellow was ſo civil to preſent me 


with a Dozen of em for my Friends. I think I have 


one here in my Pocket; would you pleaſe to accept of it, 
Mr. Fohn/on ? 5 | 
—4 Really tis very ingenious. 


Bor. Oh Lord! Nothing at all, I could deſign 
ng 


twenty of em in an Hour, had but witty Fellows 


into Halland, and contrive their Emblems ; but hang 
em they are dull Rogues, and would ſpoil my Invention. 


But come, Gentlemen, let us return to our Buſineſs, 


| and here I'll give you a delicate Deſcription of a Man. 
Swith, But how does that come in? 


Bare, 


about me to draw them. I was proffer d a Penſion to 


With 3 on her Forchead ſpread, p. 23. 
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Bayes. Come in? very naturally. I was talking of a 
Wal, and that ſuppoſes a Wood. and then I clap an 
Epithet to it, and call it a Ce/zick Wood. Now when I 
was there, I could not help thinking of the French Per- 
fecution, and Pgad from all theſe Thoughts I took occa- 
fion to rail at the French King, and ſhew that he was not 
of the ſame make with ade Men, which thus I prove. 


The Divine Blackſmith in th Aby/5 of Light, 

Yawning and lolling with a carels/5 beat, p. 15. 
Struck out the mute Creation at a Heat. 

But he work'd hard to hammer out our Souls, 


And blew the Bellows and ftirr'd up the Coals ; 


Long time he thought, and cou'd not on a ſudden 
Knead up with unſkimm'd Milk this reas'ning Pudding: 


12 
Tender, and mild within its bag it lay, 5 
_ Confe fre till the foftneſs of its Clay, | 2 
And kind as Milk-maids on their Wedding-day. 


Till Pride of E pore, Luft, and hot Defire 


Did over-boil him, like too great a Fire, 
And underſtanding grown, miſunder ood, 


8 Burn'd him to th Pot; and ſcour'd his curdled Blood. 


Jabeſ But fare this is a little prophane, Mr. Bay es 

Bayes, Not at all: Does not Virgil bring in his god 
Vulcan working at the Auvi? 

 Fohnſ. Ay, Sir, but never thought his Hands the fitter 
to make a Pudding. 

Bayes. Why do you imagine Him an Earthly dirty 


Blackſmith? Gad you make it prophane indeed. I'll tell 


Os WG difference betwixt em, _ 
ixt my Man and Milton s. But now, Gen 
the Plot dicks Here comes my TO Tus the 


City-Meaſe. 


A ted Mouſe, the prettieſt next the white, p. 16 
A | were her Spots wah dont, as pretty q wte, 


rg- 


— — 
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Crozier in Hand, and Mitre on her Head, p. 22. 


Three Steeples Argent on her ſable Shield, p-. 84. 
Liv'din the Cay, and diſdain d the Field. 


Fobnſ. This is a Glorious Mouſe indeed but as you 
| havedreſs'd her, we don't know whether ſhe be Few, 
 Papiſt, or Proteſtant. 


Bayes. Let me embrace you, Mr. e for that; 


you take it right. She is a meer Babel of Religions, and 
therefore ſhe's a ſported Mouſe here, and will be a Mole 


18 — But to go on. 


Ti Pranceſi= 
Smith. What Princeſs, Mr. fon 3 
Bayes. Why this Mou/e, for I forgot to tell you, an 
Old Lyon made a left Hand Marriage with her Mother, 
and begot on her body Elizabeth Schiſm, who was mar- 
ried to Timothy Sacrilege, and had Iflue Graceleſi Hereſy. 
Who all give the fame Coat with their Mother, Three 
Steeples Argent, as I told you before. p. 10. 


This Princeſs, tho eftrang'd from what was beft, 
Vat leaft Deforn d, becauſe Reform d the leaſt. p. 23. 


There's De and Re as good I' gad as ever was. 
She in a Maſquerade of Mirth and Love, p. 22. 
Miſtook the Bliſs of Heaven for Bacchanals above, 
And grubd'd the Thorns beneath our tender Feet, 

To make the Paths of Paradiſe more mn. 


"  Thers's a Jolly M/ e for you, let me ſee any Body elſe 


that can ſhew you ſuch another. Here now * how Ione | 
damnable, ſevere, reflecting Line, but I want a Rhume 
to it; can you help me Mr. Fobnſon? 
1 —— 

 Humbly content to be deſbis d at Home, 

Fohn/. Which is too narrow Infamy for ſome. 

Bayes.. Sir, I thank you, now I can go on with it. 
Whoſe Merits are diffus'd from Pole to Pole, p. 63. 

MI ber. — and aue Waves rel. 
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 Fobuſ” But does not this reflect upon ſome of your 


Friends, Mr. Bayes. 


Bayes. Tis no matter for that, let me alone to bring 
my ſelf off. I'll tell you, lately I writ a damn'd Libel on 
a whole Party, ſheer-Point and Satire all through, I'gad : 


Called em Rogues, Dogs, and all the Names I could 
think of, but with an i of Wit,that I muſt 
0 


needs ay. Now it happened before I could finiſh this 
Piece, the Scheme of Aﬀairs was altered, and thoſe Peo- 
ple were no longer Beaſts : Here was a Plunge now - 

Should I loſe my Labour, or Libel my Friends! "Tis not 
every Body's Talent to find a Salvo for this: But what 


do Me, I but write a ſmooth, delicate Preface, wherein 


J tell them that the Satire was not intended to them, and 
this did the Buſineſs. 


| Smith. But if it was not ied to them againſt whom | 


it was writ, certainly it had no meaning at all. 


Bayes. Poh Ithere's the Trick on't : Poor Fools, they 


took it, and were ſatisfied: And yet it maul'd em dam- 


nably, 1 gad. 
Sb. Why Faith, Mr. Bayes, there's this very Con- 


trivance in the Preface to Dear Joys Fefts.* 


Bayes. What the Devil do you think that 1'd ſteal fo 
ſuch an Autbor ? Or ever read it? 


Smith. I can't tell but you ſometimes read as bad. 2 | 


: | have heard you quote Reynard the Fox. 


Bayes. Why there's it now; take it from me Mr. Smith, 
there isas good Morality, and as ſound precepts, in the 
Delactable Hiſtory Reynard the Fox, as in any Book I 
know, except Seneca. Pray tell me where in any other 
Author could I have found fo pretty a Name for a Ne 
as //grim ? But pr'ythee, Mr. Smith, give me no more 
trouble, and let me go on with my Mouſe. 


One E ning when ſhe went away from Court, 
Levee's and Couchee"s paſt without refert.. - - P: 2 


1 i. e.  Teagueland Feſt: or, Bogg: Wi ittici/ms. 12. 


There” 9 
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There's Court Language for you; nothing gives a Verſe 
& fe a Then 19.26 aff of good Breeds <a 


g. 
Smith. But methinks the Lever and Couchee's of a 


Mouſe are too great, eſpecially when ſhe is walking from 


fy Court to the cooler Shades. 


Bayes. I'gad now have you forgot what I told you, 
that ſhe was a Princen. But pray mind here the two 
Mice meet. | 


She met the Country Mouſe, whoſe fearful Face 
Beheld from far the common wat ring Place, 


Nor durft approach P. 29 
Smith, Methinks Mr. Bayes this Mouſe is ſtrangely al- 


ter' d ſince ſhe fear'd no danger. 
Bayes. Gadſokers l why no more ſhe does not yet, 


fear either Man, or Beaft : But poor Creature, ſhe's a:: 
fraid of the Water, for ſhe could not ſwim, as you ſee | 


by this. 


Nor durſt approach, till with an awful Rore 
The So reign Lion bad her fear no more. p. 30. 


But beſides, tis above thirty Pages off chat T told you 
ſhe ſear d no danger; and I'gad if you will have no vari- 


ation of the Character, you muſt have the ſame thing o- 


ver 82823 ; *tis the Beauty of Writing to ſtrike | 
0 


you ſtill with ſomething new. Well, but to proceed. 


But when ſhe had this ſweeteſt Mouſe in VIEW, 
Good Lord, how fhe admir'd her Heavenly Hue! p. 30 


Here now to ſhew you 1 am Maſter of Stiles, I lr my | 
ſelf down from the Majeſty of Virgil to the Sweetneſs of 
Ovid. * 


| Good Lord, how foe admir'd her heav/nl Hut ! 
What more eaſy and familiar I writ this Line for the 


Ladies: The little Rogues will be ſo fond of me to find 


I can 


ccc IL, Te 5 
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1 
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L can yet be ſo tender. I hate ſuch a rough unhewn 
Fellow as Milton, that a Man muſt ſweat tu read 
him; I'gad you may run over this and be almeſ a- 
q | 


Sep. 
Th immortal Mouſe who ſaw the Viceroy come, 


So far to ſee her, did invite her home. 


There's a pretty Name now for the ported Mouſe, the 
Viceroy. 


Smith. But pray why dy'e call her ſo. 
Bayes. Why | Becauſe it ſounds rittily : 
Pl call her the Crown-General preſently, I If I've a mind 
to it. Well. 1 35. 


— ed invite * Home 


T0 ſmoke a Pipe and o'er a ſober Pot 


Diſcourſe of Oates and Bedloe, and the Plat. 


She made a Curt'ſy, like a Civil Dame, — 31 | 


And, being much a Genilewoman, came. 


Well, 8 br my firſt Part finiſhed, and I 
think I have kept my Word with you, and given it the _ 
Majeſtic turn of Heroic Poeſy. The reſt being matter of 
Diſpute, I had nat ſuch frequent Occaſion for the magnifi- 


cenceof Verſe, tho I'gad they ſpeak very well. And Ihave 


heard Mer, and confiderable Men too, talk the very ſame 


5 things, a great deal worſe. 


P- 32. 
Fohnſ. Nay, without, doubt, M. Bayes, they have 


 receiv'd no ſmall Advantagefrom the ſmoothneſs of your | 


Numbers. 
| Bayes. Ay, ay, I cando't, if Ilift: Though you | 
muſt not think I have been ſo dull as to mind | 
my ſelf, but tis the advantage of our Co dead, the 
from their talk one may write a very Polemical Diſ- 
courſe, without ever troubling one's Head with the Books 


of Controverſy. For J can take the ſlighteſt of their Ar- 


guments, and clap em poet into four Verſes, which ſhall 
ſtare any London Divine in the Face. Indeed, your knot- 


ty Reaſonings with a long Train of Majors and Minors, 


and the Devil and all, are too barbarous for my ſtile ; 


| bull gad, I can flouriſh better with ne of theſe twinkling 


Ar- 
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Arguments, than the beſt of em can fight with t'other. 


But we return to our Monſe, and now I've brought em 


er, let em e en ſpeak for themſelves, which they 
will do extremely well, or I'm miſtaken: And pray 
obſerve Gentlemen, if in one you don't find all the deli- 
cacy of a Luxurious Citz-Mou/e, and in the other all the 
Plain fimplicity of a ſober ſerious Matron. | 


Dame, ſaid the Lady of the ſpotted Muff, pi. 32. 
Methinks your Trf is ſour, your Cates meer ſtuff. 


There, did I not tell you ſhe'd be nice? 


Your Pipe's ſo foul, that I diſdain to ſmoke ; 
And the weed worſe than e er Tom Jervis took. 


| Smith, I did not hear ſhe had a ſpotted Muff before. 
Bayes. Why no more ſhe has not now : but ſhe has a 
Skin that might make a ſpotted Muff. There's a pretty 


Figure now unknown to the Ancients. 


Leave, leave (She carne you ſee) this hoary Shed and 


And cat with me at Groleax's, fmoke at Nils. 


What wretch would nibble on a Hanging-ſhelf, 
When at Pontack's he may Regale himſelf ? 


Or to the Houſe of cleanly Rheni/ go: 


Or that at Charing-Croſs or that in Channel Row. 


Do you mark me now? I would by this repreſent the : 
Vanity of a Tawn-Fop, who pretends to be acquainted at 


all thoſe good Houſes, tho' perhaps he ne'er was in 'em. 


Come, at a Crown a Head our ſelves we'll treat, 


_ Champaign our Liquor and Ragonſt's our Meat, 
Then hand in hand we'll go to Court, dear Cuz, 


To viſit Biſhop Martin and King Bux. 
With Ev'zing Wheels we'll drive about the Park, 
Finiſh at Locke?'s and reel home i'th* Dark. 


Prank 


at 


reak 
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Break clatt ring Windows and demoliſh Doors 
of Exglis Manfacturen Pi mps, and Whores, p. 63. 


Jobaſ. Methinks a Ping or a Whore, is an odd fort of 


2 Manufafure, Mr. 


Bayes. I call 'em ſo to pe the Parliament a hint not 


to ſuffer ſu many o a om. 3 
Trade at Home. | | 


| With theſe Allurements Sporred did invite 
From Hermit's Cell, the Female Proſelyte. 
Oh! With what eaſt aue follow ſuch a Guide. 


Where Souls are flarv'd, and Senſes gratify'd. | 


Now would you not think ſhe's going ? I'gad, you're 
miſtaken ; you ſhall hear a long Argument about Infalli- 
bility, before ſhe ſtirs yet. 


But here the White by ob/erwation wiſe, pi. 96. 
M js long on Heaven had fixt her prying Eyes, | 
With choughtful Countenance, and grave Remark, 
Said, or my Judgment fails me, or tis dark. 
Left therefore we yet ſtray, and not go right | : 


Thro' the brown horror of the ſtarleſs Night; 


HFaſt thou »fallibility, that Wight? p. 37.8 
Sternly the Sawage grin d and thus reply'd : g 


That Mice may err, was never yet deny'd. 
That I deny, ſaid the Immortal Dame, | 
There is a Guide"Gad I've forgot his Name, p. 27. 


Who . in Heaven or Rome, the Lord . where, 
Had we but him Sweet- heart, we could not err. 
But hark you, Siſter, this is but a Whim; 


| For ſtill we want a Guide to find out him. 


Here you fee I don't trouble my ſelf to keep on the 


Narration, but write White ſpeaks or Dapple ſpeaks by the. 


fide. But when I get any Noble thought which I envy 


« Mouſe ſhould ſay, I clap it down in my own Perſon 


N. Spotted - Mlouſe, Loquitar. With 
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Wich a Poera Leguitur q; which take notice, is a ſurer ſign 


of a ſine ching in my writings, thana Hand in the Mar- 
gin any where elſe. "Well now ſays White, 


What need we find Him ? we have certain proof 


That he is ſome where, Dame, and that's enough: 
For if chere io « Guide that kuows the way, 
Altho we know not him, we cannot ſtray, 


That's true, -Pgad : Well 22. r ſee her 
Adverſary has. nothing to and there- 
fore to confirm the Victory, ſhall make a Simile. 
— Smich Why then 1 fad Sante are 28 good afier Vie- 


„ rize. 
, orrather better. Well, ſhe 


wa? Eg Jot, 1 
3 , ei 
A or elſe about * 1 


As though 3 = 
If Waters paſs by Urine or by Stool, 
Shall we who are Ph:ls/ophers, thence gather 
From this diſſenſion that they work by neither? 


And I'gad the is in the right on't but mind now, ſhe 
comes upon her ſwop ! 15 
All this I did your 


And I'gad if they had 32 this next : 


line confutes *em. 


Hear, and bedumb, thou Wretch, that Guideam 7. p. 34 


There's a ſurprize for you now ! How ly to- 


ther looks ? Was not that 29 aſk 


for a Guide firſt, and then tell ſhe was one ? who 
could have thought that this little Mou/e had the Pope 


and a whole General Council in her Belly? Now Dapple | 
— 6— 


j 
5. 69. 5p. 37. 


about Emiſton or Reception af 


There's | 
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— A Ss A Oe — 


the PANTHER Tranjversd, 217 


Come leave your cracking Tricks, and as they ſay, 
Uſe not, that Barber that trims Time, Delay; p. 101 
Which I'gad is new, and my own. 
I've eyes as well as you to find the way. 
Then on they jogg d, and ſince an Hour of Talk 
Might cut a banter on the #edions Wall; 
As 1 remember ſaid the ſober Mouſe, 
I've heard much talk of the Mits Coffee- Houſe. 
Thither, fays Brizd/e, thou ſhalt go and ſee 
Priefts ſipping Coffee, Sparks and Poets Tea; 
| _ Here rugged Freeze, there, Quality well dreſt, 
5 Theſe baffling the Grand Seignior; thoſe the Tef. 
| And here ſhrewd gueſſes made, and reaſons given 
That Human Laws were never made in Heaven; p. 112. 
But above all, what ſhall oblige thy fight, 
And fill thy Eye-balls with a valt delight; 
Is the Poetic Judge of ſacred Vis, 
Who do's i'th' darkneſs of bis glory fit. 
And as the Moon who firſt receives the light, p. 28 
With which ſhe makes theſenether Regions bright; 
So does be ſhine reflefing from afar, 
| The Rays he borrowed ſi om a better Star: 
For Rules which from Corneille and Rapin flow, 
NE Admir'd by all the Scribling Herd below. | 5 
| From French Tradition while he does diſpenſe, 3 
Dnerring Truths, tis Schiſm a damn'd Offence 
t | To racer Th his, or truſt your private Senſe. 


54 Hah! is not that Right, Mr 7 ob»/n? I gad forgive me, 
. he is faſt aſleep ! O the damned ſtupidity of this Age 
o- | affeep! Well, Sir, fince you're ſo drowſy, your humble 
cho Fobrſ. Nay, pray Mr. Baje:, Faith I heard you all the 
J "ps | | 

ops while. The White oule. _ 

15 | Bayes. The White Moyſe ! ay, ay, I thought how you 


| Heard me. Your Servant Sir, your Servant. 
 Tobnſ. Nay, dear Bayes, Faith I beg thy Pardon, 1 
was up late laſt Night, Pr*ythee lend mea little Snuff, and 
„ | goon DOT | 


O | 


Bayes. 
x 
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Bayes. Go on! Pox I don't know where I was, 
well I'll begin here; mind now they are both come to 
Town. | 


But now at Pzccadilly they arrive, 5 

And taking Coach t'wards Temple bar they drive; 
But at St. Clement's Church, eat out the Back, 

And ſlipping thro” the P/a/grave, bilkt poor Hack. 


There's the Cile, which ought to be inall Poetry, many 
a young Templar will fave his Shilling by this Stratagem of 
my Mice. | 5 


Smith. Why, will any young Templar eat out the back 


of a Coach 55 
Bayes. No, I'gad, but you'll grant it is mighty Natu- 
ral for a Mouſe. „ 


Thence to the Devil and afk'd if Chanticleer, 
/ Clergy Kind or Counſellor Chough was there; 


Or Mr. Dove a Pigeon of Renown, | p. 133. 
_ By his high Crop, and corny Gizzard known, P. 126. 
Or Sifter Partlet, with a hooded bead; p. 130 


No, Sir, She's hooted hence, ſaid Will, and fled. 
Why ſo ? becauſe ſhe awould not pray a-bed. 


Fohnſ. LAſide.] 'Sdeath ! who can keep awake at ſuch 
tuff ? Pray, Mr. Bayes, lend me your Box again. 
Bayes. Mr. Johnſon. how d' ye like that Box? Pray 
take Notice of it, twas given me by a Perſon of Honour 
for looking over a Paper of Verſes ; and indeed I put in all 


the Lines that were worth any thing, in the whole 
Poem. Well but where were we? Oh! here they 
are, juſt going up ſtairs into the Apallo; from whence 
my White takes occaſion to talk very well of Tradi- 


tion. | 

Thus to the Place where Jobnſon fat we climb, 
Leaning on the fame rail that guided him; 
And whilſt we thus on equal Helps rely, 
Our Wit muſt be as true, our thoughts as high. 


] 
] 
1 


For 


0 


For 
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For as an Author happily compares v.23 
Tradition to a well fixt pair of ſtairs, 

So this the Scala Sancta we believe, 

By which his Traditive Genius we receive. 
Thus ev'ry ſtep I take, my Spirits ſoar, 
And I grow more a Vis, and more and more. 


— 
* S 


There's Humour ! Is not that the livelieſt Image in the 
world of a Moz/e's going up a pair of Stairs. Mare a Wit, 
and more and more ? 


Smith. Mr. Bayes, I beg your Pardon heartily, I muft 


be rude, I have a particular Engagement at this time, and 


I ſee you are not near an end yet. | 
Bayes. Gadſookers! {ure you won't ſerve me fo: All 
my fineſt Deſcriptions and beſt Diſcourſe is yet to 
come. 
Smith. Troth, Sir, if twere not an extraordinary Con- 


cern I could not x "04S you. 


Bayes. Well ; but you ſhall take alittle more; and here 
I'll paſs over two dainty Ep:/odes of Swallows, Swifts, 


Cbbictens, and Buzzards, 


John /. I know net why they ſhould come in, except 
to make yours the longeſt Fable that ever was told. 
Bayes. Why the Excellence of a Fable is in the Length 
of it. Ap indeed, like a Slave as he was, made little, 
ſhort, ſimple Stories, witha dry Moral at the end of em; 
and could not form any noble Deſign But here I give 
you Fable upon Fable; and after you are fatisfy'd with 


Heeaſts in the firſt Courſe, ſerve you up a delicate Diſh of 


Fowl for the ſecond; now Iwas at all this Pains to abuſe 


one particular Perſon ; for I'gad I'll tell you what a Trick 


he ſerved me. I was once tranſlating a very good French 
Author“, but being ſomething long about it; as you know | 
a Man is not always in the Humour, what dees this Fack 
do, but puts out an Anſwer to my Friend before I had 
half finiſhed the Tranſlation : So there were three whole 
Months loſt upon his Account. But I think I have my 


revenge on him ſufficiently, for 5 let al the World know, 


Varillas. 5 TO 
O 2 that 
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that he is a fall, broadback d, luſtyFellow, of a brown Com- 
Plerion, fair behaviour, a fluent Tongue, and taking amongſt 
the Women t and to top it all that he's much a Scholar, 
more a Hit, and owns but tvs Sacraments. Don't you 


think this Fellow will hang himſelf? But Befides I have 


ſo nickt his Character in a name as wilt make you ſplit. 
I call him l'gad, I won't tell you unleſs you remem- 
ber what I ſaid of him. | 


Smith, Why, that he was much a Scholar and more a 


Wit. 8 


Bajes. Right, and his Name is Buzzard, ha! ha! ha! 


Fohn/. Very proper indeed, Sir. 


Bajes. Nay, I have a farther fetch in it yet than per- 


haps you imagine; for his true Name begins with a B, 
which makes me ſhly contrive this, to begin with the 


fame Letter. There's a pretty Device, Mr. Fohn/on, I 


learned it I muſt needs confeſs from that ingenious Sport, 


I love my love with an A, becauſe ſhe's Amiable; and 


if you cou'd but get a knot of merry Fellows toge- 
ther, you ſhould fee how litte Bayes would top em all at 
it I'gad. 1 5 


Smith. Well, but good Faith Mr. eher, I muſt lere 


you, I'm half an Hour paſt my time. ; 
| Bayes. Well, I've done, I've done. Here are eight hun - 
dred Verſes upon a rainy Night, and a Birds-neſt; and 


here are three hundred more tranſlated from two Paris 
Gaxzettes, in which the S;otted Mauſe gives an account of 


the Treaty of Peace between the Czar of Mufſcovy, 
and the Emperor, vhich is a piece of News Npite does 


not believe; and this is her Anſwer. I am reſolved you 


mall hear it, for in it I have taken occaſion to prove 


Oral Tradition better than Scripture. Now you muſt 


know, tis fincerely my Opinion, that it had been bet- 


ter for the World, if we ne'er had had any Bibles at all. 


Ere that Gazette was printed, faid the White, P. 50. 
Our Robin told another Story quite; 
This Oral Truth more fafely I believ'd, 


1 Pref. to Hind and Panther, * 27. 1 


N 
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My Ears cannot, your Eyes may be deceiv'd. 


Words, I 23 bound by, and trip jo light, p. 3. 


Hard things = 
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By Fo of Mouth unerring Maxims flow, 
And Preaching s beſt, if ſtood, or no. 


We how e no time to take a ſteady fight; 
Yet fleeting thus are plainer than when Writ, 
To long Examination they ſubmit. 


Mr. Smith, if theſe two Lings 
don't recompente your my. ne'er truſt Fobn Bayes 


again. 


Hard things at the firſt bluſh are clear and full, 
God mends on ſecond Thoughts, but Man grows dull. P-I5. 


I'gad, I judge of all Men by my ſelf, tis fo with 
me, I never ſtrove to be very exact i in any thing but I 
ſpoi 
"Smith. But allowing your 88 to be true, is it 
not a little too ſevere ? 

Bayes. Tis no matter for that, theſe general Reflec- 


tions are daring, and favour moſt of a noble Genius, that 


ſpares neither Friend or Foe, 


Fohn/,, Are you never afraid of a Drubbing for that 
daring of your noble Genius? | 


Bayes. Afraid! why Lord you neke ſo much of a 


| Beating, I'gad 'tis no more to me than a Flea biting. 


No, no, if I can but be witty upon 'em, ev'n let em 
lay on, faith, Ill ne'er baulk my fancy to ſave 


my Carcaſe. Well, but we muſt Os, Mr. Smith, 


4 like the gaudy Fly, their Wings diſplay; 
And ſip the faveets, and baſk in great Apollo's Ray. 


Thus did they merrily ch al Day, 2 


Well, there's an end of the Entertainment. and Mr. 
Smith, if your Affairs would have permitted, you 
wou'd have Rows the beſt Bill of Fare that ever was 


| fer d up in Heroicis: But here follows a Diſpute ſhall 


O 3 recom 
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recommend it ſelf, I'll ſay nothing for it. For Dohr 
who you muſt know was 2 Proteſtant, all this . 
truſts her own Judgment, and fooliſhly diſlikes the Wine; 
upon which our Innocent does ſo run her down, that ſhe 


has not one Word to ſay for herſelf, but what I put 


in her Mouth; and I'gad you may ima e they won't 
be very goo anc, rhe as Glide, ken 
Irgrate. 


Sirrab, ſays Brindle, thou haſt brought us Wine, 

Sour to my Taſte, and to my Eyes unfine. 

Says Will, all Gentlemen like it ; "ab! ſays White, 
What is approv'd by them muſt needs be right. 

*Tis true, I thought it bad, but if the Houle p. 39. 
Commend it, I ſubmit, a private Mouſe. 


n pal the Dives ent Dafoe, which. 
dur Mouſe pays to the Company. | 


Nor to the Catholic Conſent oppoſe 
My erring Judgment and reforming Noſe. 


Ah ! ah! there the has nick d her, hip 


| Hilts, Tad. and you ſhall ſee Dapple reſents it. 


Why, what a Devil, ſhan't I truſt my Eyes? 

Mult I drink Stum becauſe the Raſcal iy es? 

And pa/ms upon us Cathe/ic Conſent, 

Io give ob bicated Brewings vent. 

Says White, what ancient Evidence can ſway, p- 5. 
If you muſt _ thus, and not obey ? 
Drawers muſt be trufted, thro” whole Hands convey'd, 
You take the Liquor, or you ſpoil the Trade. 
For ſure thoſe Honef? Fellows have no knack, 
Of putting off fum'd Claret for Pontac. 
How long, alas! wou'd the poor Vintner laſt 


If all that drink muſt judge, and ev'ry Gueſt 2 
Be allowed to have an Taße? | 8 f 


Thus ſhe: Nor could the Panther well enlarge, 
With wweat defence, againſt ſo ſtrong a charge. 


Sc PM »p 


> bd o 
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Who would be learned for their ſakes, who wiſe 


And ſpeaking to the March wwiebHead afide, | 
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There I call her a Panther, becauſe ſhe's ſpotted, which 
is ſuch a Blot to the Reformacien, as I warrant em they 
will never claw off, I gad. 
But with a weary Yawn that ſhew'd her pride, 
Said, Spotleſs was a Villain, and the h 4 
White ſaw her canler d Maliceat that Word, 


| And ſaid her Pray ru, and drew her Duhbir Sword 


Fother cry'd Murther, and her Rage refftrain'd : ; 
And thus her paſi ve Character maintain d. 


Mr. Fobn/on, pray mind me this; Mr. Smith, I'll 


aſk you to ſtay no longer, for this that follows is ſo en- 
Raging; hear me but two Lines, Fgad, and go away 
afterwards if you can. cul | 


Bat now, alas! I grieve, I grieve to tell | 


What ſad Miſchance theſe pretty things beſe/, 


Theſe Birds of Beaſts 


There's a tender Expreſſion, Bird: of Beg: 'Tis the 


_ greateſt Aﬀront that you can put upon any Bird, to call | 
it, Beaſt of a Bird. and a Beaſt is ſo fond of being cal- 
led a Bird, as you can't imagine. p. 129, 


Theſe Birds of Beaſts, theſe learned Reas'nin 


oy agen g Mice, 2 
Were ſeparated baniſh'd in a trice, £5 © 

2-2 
Ay, who indeed? there's a Parbos, I 'gad Gentlemen, 
if that won't move you, nothing 


will, I can aſſure you : 
But here's the fad thing I was afraid of, 1 5 | 


The Conſtable alarmed by this Noiſe, 
Enter'd the Room, directed by the Voice, 


| 12 a 
Said, deſperate Cures muſt be to deſperate Ill WT 35 
Theſe Gentlemen, for ſo their fate decrees, . 
Can ne'er enjoy at once the Butt and Peace, p. 115. 


When 
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When each have ef rate. Int reſts 2 their own, p. 4 
Two Mice are One too many for a Town. 

By Schi/m they are torn, and therefore, Brother, 
Look you to One, and [I'll ſecure the t'other. 
Now whether Dapple did to Bridewell go, 

Or in the Syzocks all E Night her Fingers blow, I 1 
Or in the Compter lay, concerns not us to know. 

But the immortal Matron, /potleſs White, 

_ Forgetting Dapp/c's Rudeneſs, Malice, Spite, 
Look'd kindly back, and wept and ſaid Good. night. 


| Ten thouſand Watchmen waited on this Mouſe, p. 145. ; 


With Bills and Halberds, to her Country-Hou/e. 
Ihis laſt Contrivance I had from a judicious Author, 


| that makes Ten thou/and Angels wait upon his Hind, 


and ſhe aſleep too, I'gad.----- 

Fohnſ. Come, let's ſee what we have to pay? 
Bayes. Why a Pox, are you in ſuch haſte? You 
| Han't told me how you like it. 

Fa O extremely well. Here, Drawer. 


[Exeunt,. 
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Books Printed for, and fold by George 
Grierſon, Printer to the King's Moſt Ex- 


cellent Majeſty, at the Ring S- Arms and 
Two Bibles in E Jex-ftreet. 


Deſcription of 300 Animals: Vi. Beaſts, Birds, 

Fiſhes, Serpents, and Inſects. In 3 Parts, With 

a particular Account of the Whale-Fiſhery. Extracted 
out of the beſt Authors, and adapted to the Uſe of all 
_ Capacities; eſpecially to allure Children to Read. II- 
luſtrated with Copper Plates, whereon is curiouſly en- 
| graven every Beaſt, Bird, Fiſh, Serpent, and Inſect, diſ- 
„ ed is the whole Book. ; | 
A Play-Book for Children, to allure them to Read: as 
ſoon as they can ſpeak plain. Compoſed of {mall Pages, 
on Purpoſe nat to tire Children, and printed with a fair 
and pleaſant Letter. The Matter, and Method, plainer 


and eafier than any yetextant. To which isadded, The. 
Church Catechiſm. 


| | A Guide to the Engl T ongue, in 2 Parts. The 
| Firſt proper for Beginners, ſhewing a natural and eaſy | 
. Method to pronounce and expreſs both common Words, 


and proper Names; in which particular Care is had to 
ſhew the Accent, for preventing vitious Pronunciation. 
The Second for ſuch as are advanc'd to ſome Ripeneſs of 
Judgment, containing Obſervations on the Sound of Let- 
ters and Diphthongs, Rules for the true Diviſion of Syl- 
lables, and the uſe of Capitals, Stops and Marks, with 
large Tables of Abbreviations and Diſtinctions of Words, 
and ſeveral Alphabets of Copies for young Writers. By 
The. Dyche, School-maſter in London. 
The Eng/5 School Reformed : Containing, Firſt, 
| Rules, ſhewing the Nature of Vowels, Conſonants, Syl- 
lables, Diphthongs, dividing of Syllables, and of Stops 
| and Points. Secondly, a Praxis — the Uſe of the 
laid Rules, in a Dialogue. Thirdly, Words from one 
do fix and ſeven Syllables, exactly divided. Fourthly, a 
Collection of Words that agree in Sound, but differ in 
Senſe and Spelling. Fifthly, another Collection of Words 
that are writ one way, and founded another. Sixthly, 
Engl. * contracted, Figures and Numeral . 


CATALOGUE 
Se. And, Laſtly, An Accidence adapted to our Eng//5 
Tongue, By Robert Brown, School-maſter. | 
The Way to Reading made Eaſy and Delightful : In 
Two PazxTs: Part 1. Being Tables of Words from 
one to ſeven Syllables, duly ranged for Children to learn 
to ſpell by. Part 2. Shewing the true Number, Form- 
ings and Natures of the Letters, the Nature of Syllables. 
Rules for Spelling and Pronouncing ; with other uſeful 
Obſervations : Digeſted into Chapters and Verſes ( like 
as in the Bible ;) and propoſed to be read by Chitdren, 
in order to bring them to a ſpeedy and thorow Acquain- 
tance with thoſe Things. By Francis Monday, School maſ- 
ter in Sarum. To which is added, that new and extra- 
ordinary Invention of the Learned Dr. John Wallis, for 
inſtructing Perſons born Deaf and Dumb, to Speat, 
Write and Read. | | | 
Fables of #/p, and other Eminent Mythologiſts, 
with their Morals : Illuſtrated with proper Pictures. By 
Sir Roger L'Eftrange, Kt. on Bree os 
The Compleat Compting Houſe: Or, The young Lad 
taken from the Writing-School, and fully inſtructed, by 
Way of a Dialogue, in all the Myſteries of a Merchant, 


from his firſt underſtanding of Plain Arithmetick, to the = 


vigheſt Pitch of Trade: Whereby the Maſter is ſaved 
nuch Labour, and the Lad is led by the Hand to all his 
Work and Buſineſs ; which to Youth is accounted trou- 
bleſome, but will here ſeem pleaſant. A Work very ne- 
ceſſary for all that are concerned in keeping Accompts of 
what Quality ſoever. By Fohn Vernon. To this Editi- 
on is added, An Eſſay on Book-Keeping, in a Method 
Wholly New and Conciſe. „„ | 
Acts and Statutes of Parliament. 
Atiin/on's Epitome of Navigation. ZE 
Aadiſon's Works, 8vo. 2 Vols. 12mo. 4 Vols. 
— Tatlers. Ditis Travels. 
St. Auguſtine's Meditations, | 
Bibles, 4to. 8 vo. 1 amo. 
Dupin's Eccleſiaſtical Hiſtory, 3 Vols, Folio. 
Modern Hiſtory of all Nations, 22 Vols. 8 vo. 
— „ Vols. 4to. „ 
A Compleat Syſtem of the Art of Italian Book- Keeping .. 
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